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VORBEMERKUNGEN. 



V"X^ 



g I. VERFASSER UND ABFASSUNGSZEIT werden uns 
durch rinen Eintiag in Henslowe's Diary (ed. Collier, p. 171) 
bckannt gemacht ; 

Eeceaved of M' Henshlowe, the 26'li of May 1600, in 
behalfe of the Companj-e, to pay H. Chettle and John 
Day, infullpayraentof a booke called the blynd Begger 
of bednall greene, the some of 

Da sowohl Chettle als Day flotte Arbeiter waren, so wild die 
Entstehimg des Stuckes dutch diese Qtiittung hochst wahrschein; 
lich in die dem 26^" Mai 1600 unmittelbar vorhergehendcn Wochen 
verlegt. Bedenken wir, dass die beiden Veifasser um dleselbe Zeit 
mit Dekker an der Ausarbeitung des Golden Ass (Hensl., Diary, 
pp. 169-70) beschaftigt waren, so werden wir nicht fehl gehn, weiin 
wir den Blind 'Beggar in ca Marz-Mai setzen, umsomehr als die 
Dichter in den ersten Monaten des Jahres 1600 auch noch ander- 
weitig fiir Henslowe thatig waren. 

Was die respectiven Anteile der beiden Schreiber anbetrifft, so 
wild sich die besormene Kritik vorlaufig leider mit einem ignoratnus 
begnugen mussen. Immerhin sei auf Fleay, Biogr. Chron. Engl. 
Drama, I, p. 107 verwiesen '). 



§ 2. QUELLEN. Chettle und Day, die um die Jahrhundert- 
wende inmitten des Londoner Theaterlehens standen und die 
Bedurfnisse des Publicums ganz vorziigiich kannten und auszu- 
nutzen wussten, hafaen — um von der sie treibenden poetischen 
Veranlagung und ihrer chronischen Geldnot zu schweigen — als 
Quellen fiir ihi- recht geschickt « geraachtes •• Stiick die folgenden 
benutzt : 

a) die Englische Geschichte in den ersten Jahren nach dem Tode 
Heinrichs des Fiinften (Die im Anfang des 5. Actes erwyJinte 
Versdhnung Glosters und Bewfords erfolgte am 13. Maiz 1426; 
cf. Bos well- Stone, Shakespere's HoHnslied, p. 222, Anm.). Derselben 



') Zu annehmbaren, begnindeten Resultaten hoffe ich in meiner krili- 
schen Ausgabe der mit Chetlle's Namen verbundenen Werke zu kom- 
men, zu welclier diese Veroffentlichung als Vorarbeit angesehn sein 
wiU. 



sind entnommen : Henty VI, (iloster, Bewford, Bt'dford and 
Ellanor, die dem Theaterbesucher u. a. schon durch die 3 Tcilo 
der Shakespeare'schen Bearbeitung des Henry VI vertraut waj-en. 
Dochhaben sich die Verfasscr nur in den grossen Zugen an die 
Geschichtc gehalten und im Einzelnen so unafahangig mit ihren 
Gestalten gewaltet, dass man sie, ohne die Namen, iiberhaupt 
• nicht erkennen wiirde ')■ Die Entscheidung durch den Kampf im 5. 
Act wurde viellcicht durch Stowe's AufzJlhlung von Zwciklimpfen 
vor Heniy VI (Siirvay of London, iSgS, Farringdon Extra; ed. 
Morley, pp. 352-53) eingegeben. 

b. die Ballade The Beggar's Daughter of Be dna 11- Green (Percy's 
Rdiques of Anc. Engl. Poetry; ed. Schrfter, pp. 364-75), auf die sich 
eine schwache Anspielung vielleicht schon in Peele's Old Wife's 
Tale (Dyce, ed. Old Dramat., p. 448'' und Anm. i) befindet, und 
die meiner Ansicht nach auch Heywood's Fair Maid of the West 
ganz Icicht beeinfiusst hat ^). Momford und seine Tochter Bess 
sind es, die die Verfasser der Ballade entlehnt haben. Auch hier 
bearbeiten sie im ubrigen ihr Material vollkommen selbstindig 
und machen z.B. aus Henrye dc Montford, dem altesten Sohne 
Simons, der im August i263 in the battle on Eveshame plaine fiel, 
einen Momford, der Guienne im i5'«n Jahrhundert verraten haben 
soil (vergl. die Bern, zu ZZ. 25i6 und 2587), 

Die ubrigen Personen und die meisten Situationen sind, soviel 
wir wissen, freie Erfindungen der Verfasser. Dass diese, obwohl 
sie beidc unzwcifelhaft das Zeug daiiu gehabt batten, kein Meister- 
werk zu Stande gebracht haben, erklart sich wohl am einfachsten 
aus Day's eignen Worten : 

Iltriste : Who is the best poet? 

Poetaster : Emulation; 

The next, necessity 1 

(T/ie Parliament of Bees, Ch. V.) 

Jedenfails hatte das Stiick einen so guten Erfolg, dass Day im 
Verein mit Will Haughton einen zweiten und dritten Teil zu 
demselben dichtcte, wahrcnd Chetde die giinstige Stimmung des 
Publikums benutzt zu haben scheLnt, urn seinerseits den northern 
Man {Hensl., Diary, p. 2o5) auf die Biihne zu bringen. 



') cf. SchellinE, The Englisk Chronicle Play, New York, 1902, p. i65 ; 
Except for the scenes in which. Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, and 
Cardinal Beaufort play a very undignified and unhistorical part, the 
drama displays not the slightest basis in even supposed history. Cf. 
Ward, HUt. of Engl- Dram. Lit. ', II, p. 600. AUerdings nemit auch der 
Verfasser von H6A, III, i.rg den Cardinal lascivious and wanton. 

') Erwahnt wird dieselbe in The London Chanticleers, Hazl.-Dods., 
XII, p. 330. 



^ 3. AUSGABEN. A. Der Blind Beggar wurde zum erstcn Male 
gcdiuckt im Jahre leSg. Von dieser Ausgabe sind mir zwei Exem- 
plare zuganglich gewesen : das erste [Qia] durch die Giite des 
Herrn Bernard Qaaritch, des bekannten Sammlers, der mir sein 
Exemplar filr langere Zeit lieh; das zweite [Qtb], im Britischen 
Museum befindliche, in einer Abschrift der Miss M. E. Thompson. 

Die Quarto des Herrn Quaritch isteinAbzugdes urspriinglichen 
Satzes; in dem Exemplar des Brit. Mus. sind, wic dies Sfter 
geschah, eine Anzahl von Verbesserungen angebracht worden, 
sodass cs chronologisch jiinger ist, als das Quaritch'sche Exemplar. 

Die Abweichungen ') sind die folgenden ; 



Z. 340 : t/tis 



Qib 
'rbessert in ; kis. 



Z. 3j8 : you to tmlk 


» you u-alk. 


Z. 407 : bomesnme » 


« homespun. 


Z. 411 : bed 


» abed. 


Z. 648 : liAe " 


" tliee. 


Z. 712 -om, 


" old! 


Z. 87i : tiey th^y 


.. they. 


Z. 2527 ■■ SH^' *-V« 


>. gingk boy 



B. Im Jahre 1880 erschien Bullen's Ausgabe der Werke Day's, 
in welche auch ein Reprint des Blind Beggar aufgenommcn wurde. 
Nach einer Angabe der Miss Thompson soil dieselbe slight altera- 
tions in spelling enthalten. Da dieselbe fiir private circulation only 
gedruckt ist, so war sie mir leider unzugSnglich ^). 

C. Die vorliegende Ausgabe ist ein genauer Abdruck des Qua- 
ritch'schen Textes, der oiiiie jegliche VerAnderung gegeben wurde. Ich 
glaube von ihr behaupten zu durfen, dass sie, soweit Menschen- 
werk sich mit cinem rein uiedianischen Verfahren uberhaupt 
messen kaiin, vorteilhaft einen Facsimiledruck ersetzt; wenigstens - 
hat es an der aussersten Sorgfalt nicht gefehlt. 

Nur in einer Hinsicht konntc die photographischc Reproduction 
in keiner Weise errevcht werden ; ich meine in der Wiedergabe der 
abgesprungenen Lettern und ganz besonders der abgesprungenen 
Commata. In letzterem Falle habe ich, wo ein Punkt stand, der 
aussah als w^re er viehnehr ein abgesprungenes Comma, das 
Zeichen gesetzt, das durch den Sinn der Stelle gefordert wurde. 
Was die Lettern selbst anbetrifft, so ist in den Fallen, wo das 



') Collationen meiner Ausgabe mit anderea Exemplareu der Q 1659 
waren mir sehr erwiinscht. 

*) Wem fallen die zahlreichen Abweichungen zur Last, die sich in 
dem bei Lilhr, Die drei CatHbridger Spiele votH Paruass. Kiel, 1900, p. 73 
g^egebenen Auszuj,' befinden I 



Zeichen in Qia ganz fehlt, auch im Ncudruck eine Liicke ; halb aus- 
gedruckte Lettern mussten hier als ganze betrachtet worden ; doch 
vergleiche die Erlauterungen. 

Da die Ausgabe von 1659 im ly^en Jahrhundert selbst nicht wioder 
gedruckt wurde, da also keine alten 2., 3., etc. Quarto-Ausgaben 
existieren, so habe ich auch geglaubt, davon Abstand nehmen zu 
konnen, die alten Zeilenausgange der Prosastiicke gewissenhaft zu 
respectieren, wie dies z.B. Ackermann in seiner Ausgabe des 
Hoffman gethan hat. Aus demselben Grunde wurde statt des 
langen f iiberall das fiir das Auge bequemere moderne Zeichen 
gebraucht (vergl. die Bemerkung zu Z. i566; dies ware der einzige 
Punkt gewesen, wo eine zweite Quarto fast unfehlbar / und s {[) 
verwechselt hatte). 

NB. Das Facsimile des Titelblattes wurde von Mr. Donald 
Macbeth nach Qib angefertigt, weil die Quarto des Herrn Quaritch 
am unteren Kande zu sehr beschnitten ist. 
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Drammatis Persoftce. 



King Henry the s'x h. 
Duke of Glostevy Protector. 
Momford the Blind-beggar. 
Bedfordy a Noble-man. 
Bewfordy Lord Cardinal. 

Sir Robert Westford, Brother and private enemy to Momford. 
Captain Westfordy true Friend to Momford. 
Sir Walter P aynseyy a Lover of Ellanor. 
Young Playnsey, Troth-plight Husband of Bess Momford. 
Old Strowdy a Norfolk Yeoman. 
Tom Strowd his Son. 
Smash bis man, and Clown. 

Canbee i ^, 

,r « , f two Cheats. 

Hadland. ) 

Snip their Boy. 

Ellanor y old Playnsey's Ward. 

Bess the Blind-beggars Daughter. 

Kate Sir Roberts Daughter. 

Switzery Vitler, Landeress, Armorer, Carter, Souldiers, Officers, 

and Attendants 



Scene Bednal Green, 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^.^^ 



The Blind-Beggar of Bed- 
nall-Green. 

Act I. 



Entir Bedford, Sir Robert Westford, Captain 
Westford and Soaldiers. 

Bed. 'V7'OuPceisof£«giaMrfthatwithawfulldread Drum. 
1 Have pac'd on the green Garments of fair France, 
Here cease a while, and give the French-men lest, 
That they may know whose Soveraignty is best, 
5 Either the Dolphins, or our Royal Lords. 
But what avails our Conquests far from home. 
When civil Discords stir uncivil arms 
In the Kings Chamber, London, nay, his Court? 
See Lords, read what is written there, 
lo By blest St. Peter, Gloster is to blame. 

And WiiKhester hath neither grace nor shame. 

Sir Rob. Yes my Lord, he is Lord Cardinals grace. 
Bed. Lord Cardinal ! marry fie, he was proud before, 
But now his Hat exalts his proud heart more : 
i5 But when I come among them, lie make them know 
The benefit of Peace ; fall out for women, 
Wrangle at a word? the one's Protector 

Of a sacred Prince, the other made a Prince Drum afar o§. 

Amongst the Prelates; though Bewford basely bom 
20 He write to them : if with regardless eyes our lines they read. 
We'll over and cut off their factious head 

Sir Rob. About old Playnseys son what says your Excellency ? 
Bed. Sir Walters son, marry Sir Rob. Westford; March a fair og. 

This 
B 
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This Drum I think marcheth from Amiens, 
25 It should be he, I sent him for the Prisoners. 

Enter young Plainsey with Drum and Souldiers, 

and a Switzar. 

Y. Playn. Health to your Excellence most gracious Regent, 
Playnsey long Prisoner in Amiens, 
Releast by Momfords bounty and your care, 
Requests before these Prisoners be dismist 
3o This Switzar may be searcht, for last night late 
I heard a Gentleman tell him in Dutch, 
If he would bear a Letter to a Lord, 
With whom Veleires had intelligence. 
He should receive in hand ten Crowns in gold, 
35 And 3o more when *twas deliver'd hirri. 

Bed, Who was it promised you so large reward ? 
Switz. On frolick yonker, 
Dat is de Scryven Ick Doeniit for-stow 
De secretarie to Van Here Velieres 
40 Bed, He was the Secretary to the Governour ? 

Swiz, Yaw, Yaw, mine Here. 

Bed, Who were they sent unto ? (Guynes, 

Swiz, To van Heren Montford dat is de grave van Callis ant van 
Dar is deen script deen Letters watt you see then. 
45 Bed, To Momford ! what should Veleires write to Momford. Read, 

Sr, Roh, Playnsey is this the plot for Momfords fall? 
Y, Playn, It is, and be assured that down he shall. 
Sr, Rob, Oh let me hugg thee ! thou hast won my heart ! 
y. Playn, Forbear, lest the sharp eye of Jealousie, 
So See by this suddain Joy our Injuiy. 

Sir Rob, When it breaks forth wee'l seem to weep for grief. 
Bed, Lords take your places, and Mr. Playnsey take your seat, 
For in this business yoiir desert is great. 
See here's a Letter sent from Amiens unto Momford. 
55 Omnes, How, unto Momford ! 

Bed, Yes, and if this speak right, 
Momford betray'd Guynes on Friday night. 
And means to morrow ere the Sun be set 
To yield up Callis to the enemy. 
60 Cap, West. High Heaven for-send it, gracious General. 

I think tbere breaths not a more noble Spirit 

In 
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In any Souldiers breast, than noble Momfords. 

Y. Playti. rie gage my life Lord Momford will be loyal. 
Bed. We would be loath to find him othenvise : Enter Motih 
65 But here he comes himself, his eyes bewray fori. 

Sorrow, as clowds fore-shew a stormy day. 

Monf. Better success betide my Noble Lords, 
Than hath befaln the miserable Momford. 
Bed. What hath befaln thee ? 
70 Momf. Guynes, Guynes, is betray'd. 

Bed. And when must Callis be surrendered? 
Momf. Never while Momford hath the charge of it. 
Bed. Yes, if thou have the charge of it this night 
It must be yielded unto false Veleira. 
j5 ff ere's a large promise of ten thousand Marks, 
Your praise for Fridays work in yielding Guynes. 
Know you this hand? Oh that on silver hairs. 
After much honour won in flowring Y'outh, 
Should sit so huge a shame as on thine doth. 
80 Momf. Mj' Lord ! Lords all 1 this is conspiracy. 

Bed. True, conspiracy in thee, for there he stands 
That should have brought that Letter to thy hands. 

Momf. This fellow fled from Hance Beamart the Traitor, 
The Walloon Captain that betray'd the Lanthorn, 
85 And so by consequence the Fort of Guynes. 

Bed. Momford no more, his free confession , 

Hath purchased his pardon, fellow stay I 

Amongst our English, and expect good pay. 

Suiisi. Thardc hab mine Here, lets Jacob gilt habben, 
90 And Ick sail fight wid ten hunderd towsand Divcls. EkU Swils. 
Momf Shall such a one touch Momfords reputation? 
Bed. These Letters and the accidents succeeding 
Condemn thee, and thou know'st by Law of Arms 
Thou merifst death with more than common torture : 
95 But thy exceeding vallour often tridc. 
Sets open Mercies gate, whose gentle hand 
Leads thee from death, but leaves thee banished 
From England, and the Realms and Provinces 
Under protection of the English King, 
roo Only thy Lands and Goods thou shalt enjoy. 
And whcresoere from them be still maintain'd. 
Monf. My gracious Lord ! 

B2 Bed. Thoi 
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Bed. Thou find'sl but too much grace. 
Momf, Here me but speak. 
io5 Bed, No more ; we must away, 

To win by force the Town thou didst betray. Exeunt, 

Momf, Oh miserable ! miserable man ! Falls, 

West, Why do you faint ? why fall you on the ground ? 
Sir Rob, Cosen arise. 
Manet Momford, Sir Rob. Y. Playnsey, and Cap, Westford. 
no Y, Playn, P'ather, you are my Father! 

The Lady Elizabeth your noble Daughter 
Is my afified wife, for her sake rise. 
And stop this tide of woe that drowns your eyes. 
Momf, Oh miserable, miserable Man ! 
ii5 Dishonours-abject, base reproaches scorn. 
Why was mine age to this disaster born? 

Cap, West. Comfort your self, let not condemn'd despair 
Add to your sorrow, more than common care. 
If you be just, as I suppose you be, 
1 20 Know Iijnocence ends not in misery ; 

Kings have had falls, great Souldiers overthrown, 
No riches in this earth is a mans own. 
He strives, he toyls, with many pains he takes it. 
In an age gets it, in one hour forsakes it. 

Enter Luce the Landeresse and 3 others, (good, 

125 Vitler.H^e's yonder yet, hee's digrac'd,and can do us no more 

Therefore let every man ask his own. Follow me Sirs, 
He speak to the purpose and stand too't. (Army, 

Luce. Nay Sutler by your leave I'll stand to the best man in the 
And have my due before the proudest of ye, if I do not, 
i3o Say Luce the Landress is your Shee-asse to bear for others, 
I'll venture upon him, let him take it as he will. Enter Souldier 
All, Do Luce, wee'l be rul'd by thee. 

Luce. My Lord, my Noble Lord, I am soriy for your weak 
estate, I hope for all this to see you up again, here's 4 poor 
1 35 Creatures of us ; amongst the rest I am Luce your poor Lan- 
dress, that have washt you, and trim'd you, and starch't you, and 
as I have done for you, I have done my part with all your 
company, heres my Bill, I pray see me crost. 
Momf, What do I owe thee woman ? 
140 Luce, Nine pound, nine shillings, and nine pence my Lord. 

Momf. 
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Mom/. There's lo pound for thee. 

Luce, Oh good Noble man I that ever, that ever I should see 
thee thus down, adown ! 

VilUr. Your poor Vitler Sir, where your Lordships men 
145 went o'th' ticket. 

Armor. Your Armorer an't please your Honor, 

Carter. Your Carter Sir for carriages. 

Momf. What owe I thee ? 

Vitler. Some (7 marks) an't like ye. 
iSo Mo)if. What thee? 

Armor. Twelve pound. 

MoHif. What thee? 

Carter. About some ao Nobles. 

Momf. Thei-'s 3o pound amongst ye, all I have, 
i55 The Treasurer owes me some two thousand Marks. 

All 4. God blesse ye Sir, and send it ye. 
Exeunt Luce and (he rest. 

Momf. Wherefore stayest thou my Friend? Oh I know thee 

Thou art not impudent, thou canst not begg, 
160 Thou art a Souldier, and thy wound-plow'd face 
Hath every furrow fill'd with falling tears. 
That arms and honour should be thus disdain'd. 
I have no gold to give thee, but this chain, 
I pray thee take it friend, thou griev'st at me, 
i65 And I am griev'd tliy want and wounds to see. 

Soatd. My silent prayer my hearts love shall express. 
Heaven succour you, as you help my distress. 

Momf. Brother Sir Robert, if you do not scorn 
Momfords disgraced name, and Mr. Playnsey, 
170 Son I should call ye if all vows be kept. 
Will you vouchsafe to tany here a while 
Till I go down unto the Treasurers tent? 
It may be he will.$iay me all my due. 

Y. Playn. Father I'll wait for you, and weep for woe, 
175 That I have liv'd to see your overthrow, 

Sir Rob. Well, I'll stay too, or bear ye compan;-. 
For your distress doth make my woes abound, 

Momf. Come Cosen Captain Westford walk with me. 
Cai>. West. To do j'ou good I'd go though't be to death. 

B3 Ex- 
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Exeunt. Matut Sir Robert, and young Playnsej'! 
i8o Sir Rob. Ha, ha, ha; gill, gill, gill, I have been teady to 

burst. 

Son pray thee tell me how thou laid'st this plot ? 

Y. Playn. Many Sir Robert thus, when I perceiv'd 

Your great desire for Momfords overthrow, 
i85 I got intelligence at Amiens ^ 

How one Beaumart a Captain in Gnynes Fort 

Offer'd to sell it to the Goverhor, 

Ha\-ing this light, about a two months since, 

I wilfully was taken Prisoner, 
190 Bom into Amiens, where I was confirmed 

And knew the ver\' time of taking Guynes, 

On Thursday evening I attir d my self 

Like VeUires Secretary- Lanclot, 

Came to the Prison where the Suntzer lay, 
195 For I had liberty- to walk the Town, 

Had all mj' Ramsome ready sent by Momford, 

And onlj' tarr\-ed for our English Drum, 

That should exchange French Prisoners for the English, 

The Switzar being one that stayd with us. 
200 Sir Rob. So, I understand ye ; but in the end 

How dealt ve with the Sfi*itzar for the Letter? 

Y. Playn. I brought it home in secret, gave him charge 

To give it Momford with all able speed. 

Promising 3o Crowns, besides those ten 
2a5 I gave him first, of noble Momfords bount>' : 

He took me for Veleires Secretarie : 

But now you see the end, Momford's disgrac'd. 

And I am unsuspected in this case. 

Sir Rob. Excellent good ! I hugg thee gentle Playnsey. 
aio y. Playn. But tell me pray. How goes all in England ? 

Sir Rd. Marry 111 tell thee Gill, thy Fathers Ward 

The Lady Ellenor, shall be his Wife. 

y. Playn. The Duke of Gloster will not suffer that. 
Sir Rob. Tut, tut, it s all but talk, its all but lyes : 
21 5 So does the Cardinal make show of Love, 

But tittle tittle tattle, all's but talk. 

He shall have Lady Ellenor no doubt. 

Say she die childless, there is land for you. 

You marry with my daughter, shee's my heir. 

Still 
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220 Still Mr, Playnsty there is land for you ; 

I'll turn out Momfnrds daughter forth of doors, 
Seise all her goods and lands fay a device ; 
Still Mr. Playitsey there is Land for you. 

Y. Playn. But how I pray? What colour have you for it? 
225 Sir Rob. Marry Son thus, About a twelvemonth since 
Mamford in trust made me a Deed of Gift 
Of all he had, excepting certain land 
Morgag'd unto a Norfolk man, one Strowd oiHarling, 
Now Sir I am acquainted with an odd Consort, 
33o One Canbee, that doth sei-ve the Cardinal. 

Y. Playn. Oh he can cheat, take purses, forge mens hands. 
S r Hob. The same, the same, he rac'd out that Exception, 
And put in other matter to my liking ; 
So I'll defeat old Strowd, turn out Btsse Momfnrd, 
235 All shall be mine, and after mine ail thine. 
Y. Playn. No more, Momford returns. 

Enter Momford, and Captain Westford. 
Momf. Captain, Ye see 
That men dejected bust bear injury-. 
He knowes I am exil'd, and cannot stay, 
240 And yet he drives me to a longer day. 

Cap. Westford, There is a hundred pound, ye shall not chuse. 
Sir Rob. Ifaith ray Noble Cozen, I and Playnsey 
Are without mony, but send into England, 
Ye shall not want for 20 thousand pound. 
245 Momf. Brother Sir Robert I put trust in you. 
This Ring shall come within a day or two. 
Sir Rob. 1 cannot speak for grief! 
Momf. No more can I, 
This wind ere the Sun set will let you see 
a5o London, that nere must he beheld of me. 

Commend me to my Daughter, love her Playnsey ; 



Part silent, let your sighs serve for reply. 
Captain think on Slrnwds morgage, and farewell. 
They shall see London, they shall see my Child, 
255 But Mo?nford must not, for he is exil'd. 
I am exil'd, Yet I will England see. 
And live in England 'spight of infamy. 
In some disguise I'll live, perhaps Til turn 
A Beggar-, for a Beggars life is best. 



Tli^ emltrace. 

Exeunt, ma- 

nit Momf. 
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260 His Dyet is in each mans Kitchin drcst. 

But first I'll like an aged Souldier 

Caro' mine own Ring to Sir Roheri Westford, 

They say 'tis good to tr>- Friends, him I'll try. 

Though I believe he love me stedfastJy. Ex. Mom/. 

Enter old Playnse>-, and Lady Ellenor. 
a65 Lady. Sir Walter Playiisey. 

Old Playn. Lady Ellenor, 

You are too strong in this opinion, 

I yield you are my wardship, and that desire 

To your Revenews, more than true hearts love, 
270 Enforc'd me beg your wardship of the King. 

Lady. I do believe you Sir, for did you look 

Into my State with an indifferent eye. 

Or love me half so well as you make shew, 

You would 

375 Old Playn. Come, come, I know what you would say. 

You think ! am your Foe, because I keep you 

From private conference with the Duke of Gloster, 

And his proud Uncle the Lord Cardinal, 

That divers times have practis'd sundry plots 
280 To steal you from my house. 

Lady. Your love's but feigii'd. 

Because you say you love me for my living. 

Old Playn. I say my first love took first life from thence. 

But since more dear familiaritj' 
285 Hath brought forth perfect and tiue shapen love. 

I love you Lady, and you are mine own. 

Mine in possession, and I do intend 

To make you mine by lawfuU marriage. 

Then blame me not if being all myjoj', 
ago And the high-prized Jewel of my heart, 

I over-look you with a wary eye. 

Lest Gloster, or the Bastard Cardinal 

Should with their swelling Protestations. Knock. 

Cheat my fair meaning of thy hopefull love. Eiikr a Serv. 

agS Serv. Sir here's a Ser\-ant from the Duke of Gloster 

Hath brought you Letters. 

Old Playn. How ! Letters to me I 

No thou mistak'st, they come to Ellenor, 

Enter 
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Enter Gloster disguised with a Litter. 
Giost. My Lord and Master greets Sir Walter Playiisey, 
3oo Old Playii. I do accept his honourable love 

With more than mean or ordinary care. R 

He doth intreat me to come and speak with him 
About some certain Letters come from France, 
Touching the present fortunes of my Son 
3o5 Lately tane Prisoner by the bloodie French. 

He shall command far more than he intreats. Knncks. 

How now ? whose that which knocks. Enter Serv. 

Serv. One of the Cardinals men. 

Old Playii. Bid him to come in. 

Enter the Cardinal disguised with Letters. 
3io Card. Sir Walter Playnsey, 

From my Lord Cardinals grace of Winchester 
1 greet thee well, and charge thee without stay 
To come, and answer such objections 
As may by him be laid unto thy charge 
3i5 Glost. Oh you should be his Sumner by your message. 

Card. And if I do not take my marks amiss 
Thou shouldest be Gloslers Skullion. 

Glost. How ye Groom? 
I am as good a man, and better born 
320 Than up-start Bewford the base Cardinal. 

Card. Sirrah ! wert not thou in presence of this Lady 
Whose love my Lord doth prize above his life, 
I'd scorn to take these braves at Giosters hands. 
Much less at thine. Madam know I am Bewford, 
325 And for your love do undergo this scorn. 

Lady. Then for my love let all these quarrels cease, 
For fear Sir Walter do discover you. 

Glost. Hadst thou been Servant to the meanest man 
That breaths in England, being legitimate, 
33o I would have born with thee : but thou to brave me, 
Whose Master I esteem as basely on. 
As on thy words, 1 cannot put it up. 
For Madam know, that howsoore diguis'd 
My name is Gloster, who holds scorn — 
335 Lady. No more. 

If ever I had interest in your love. 
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Shew it in silence, thats the Cardinal 
Who comes diguis'd, arm*d with some base resolve 
To get me hence by forein violence. 
340 Glost, Is't possible that this disguise should meet, 

So just with mine ? 

Lady, Tis true, he told me all. 
Glost, Wo'd we were well rid of his company. 
Lady, Do you but send away Sir Walter Playnsey, 
345 Let me alone to pack the Cardinal. 

Botk, What do you say Sir Walter ? 
Old Playn, There is some hidden secret in this message 
Which Playnsey sounds not, but FU go to them both. 
Glost. But Sir I hope you'l go to Gloster first. 
35o Card, And why to Gloster first ? 

Glost, 'Cause hee's the betcer man. 
Card, He lyes that sayes it. 
Glost. Were the Cardinal 
Bewford himself apparell'd in thy cloaths. Draw, 

355 Fd cross his pate for giving me the lye. 
Old Playn, Keep the Kings peace Sir. 
Glost, Sir Walter, so I will, 
Yet the worst boy that feeds on Glosters beef. 
Holds it high scorn to pocket up the lye 
36o At ere a Sumners hand that follows Bewford, 

Card, Thou durst not speak this in another place ? 
Glost, Yes here, or any where to Bewfords face. 
Even to his teeth, and I would thou wert he. 

Card, Shall I be brav*d ! oh 1 could tear my flesh, 
365 And eat his heart for this disparagement, 
I fear he knows me, and to work my shame 
He braves me thus before my Mrs. face. 
But Bewford with a shower of patience. 
Lay the rough wind of thy distempered thoughts 
370 For my vext Soul hath tane a solemn oath 
Nere to kiss comfort till I be reveng'd. 

Old Playn. Nay Gentlemen, howsoever private brawls 
Have set your Lords and Masters at debate, 
Let my intreats so much prevail with you, 
375 As in my house to use no violence. 

And so I pray rest pleas'd, for ere I sleep 

I 
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I do intend to visit both my Lords. 
Will't please you to walk along for company ? 
Card. 1 would, but I must stay an hour or two 
38o About some other business in the Towu. 

Glost. About my Love you mean, but Cardinal 
Heres one will do that business to your hand. 

Old Playit. Why then farewell to you both. Exit old P/av'i. 
Both. Adue Sir Waller Playusti-. 
385 Lady. A word with you my good Lord Cardinal, 

Your Brothers man seems very quarrelsome, 
And should you both stay, there might grow some jars, 
Wbich to prevent, I would intreat your gi-ace 
To walk before me into the Spittle fields. 
390 Whilst with good words I send away this Fellow, 
Which done, I'll chuse my opportunity. 
And in the absence of Sir Walter Playnsey 

Get out, and meet you at the Orchard-gate, , 

And there conclude about some stratageme 
395 To make you Master of j-our own desires. 

Card. Enough sweet Lady : Sirrah Hoise-courser, 
I'll course you one day for your Jadish tricks. 
Gh. Jades a fit Title for an Asse like thee. 
That canst not kick, but bear all injuiy. Manet Glo. (~ Elle. 

400 Come Madam now let's go, the Cardinals mad 
To lose thee thus, then banish hence all fear, 
Gloster is on thy side. 
■.■ Enter Canbee and Hadland, and Cardinal. 

Can. Sirrah yack. 
Had. What saycst thou Franck. 
4d5 Chk. How you base Rogue, nere an (M.) under yo 

have I preferr'd thee to my good Lord Cardinal here, 
no better than your homesome Franck. 

Had. Canbee, let mc nere take purse again, and I think not, 

but thou and this Tom Tawny coat here gulls me, make me your 

410 cheat, your gull, yourstrowd, your Norfolk Dumpling, whom 

when you cheated him of his sattin-suite, left naked bed to the 

mercy of his hostess. 

Can. And I damb thee not for thy unbelief. 
Call Cat/6^e Coward (think'st thou) I wo'd have lost this evenings 
4i5 work, but for my Noble, my Princely Lord Cardinal ? no. 

"C2 Had That's 
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Had.That's some leasoii indeed, but Prince and Cardinal 
if thou he, Jack-Hadland swears by the bawl'd Crown of King 
Camifax the meeting thy greatness this evening has dampnified 
our receipts at least six purses. 
420 Card. Be what you will be both, only be resolute 

In any quarrel against Glosltrs men. 
And on mine honour I'll reward ye well. 

Cati. My Lord, and ye were able to give him as much 
Land as would lie between Wincluster and Walsingham, he wo'd 
435 be your prigger, your prancer, your high-lawj'er, your — 

Had. Your nipper, your foyst, your rogue, your cheat, your 

pander, youi any vild thing that may be, sblud the worst that 

any man can say of mc is, that I am a tall Theef, and the 

best tliat any man can say of thee is, that thou art a base 

43o Rogue and a Cheater. 

Can. I'll jerk ye for this ye slave. 
Card. Nay Sirs be Friends, hold ye, here's gold, 
Do but assist me against Glosters life 
And I'll reward you better. 
435 Had. Cardinal, wert thou Cardinal King of the Infernals, 
wert thqu Prince of Grim-tarUr-tarmagant and Erebus, I wo'd not 
shed onedropof the worst Dogs blood my Duke oiGlosier keeps, 
for thy miter, thy million, thy metropolis, shall I betray his life 
that sav'd me from the death of a Dog? no. Yet for my honest 
440 friend Fraiick Caiibies sake, 1 am content to stand by, and give 
aym at this time. 

Enter Gloster and Elleiwr. 
See where he comes two of ye are enough to deal with one, I'll 
not meddle with him. 

Card. Let's set upon him all and kill the slave. 
445 Glost. Hast thou betray 'd me Coward? Beiv/ord kuow 

Though I am over-matcht I am not kill'd. 

Enter old Playnsey, j'owHg Playnsey, CaptatnV^esi. 

and Oficers. 
Old Playn. Keep the Kings peace for shame my Loids. 
Card. Come Canbee follow me, Playnsey be sure 
I'll sit upon your skirts for parting us. 
45o Ghst. Bewford Thou maist befriend him with thy power. 

Had not he been, thou hadst not breath'd this aire. 

Ciad. Gloster thou wrongst me, with-hold'st St, Johnses, 
Look too't, for fear when I get entferie 
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I pull not down the Castle ore thine ears : 
455 Glost. Cardinal to spite thee I'll keep EUenor, 

And wed her in St. Johnses make her my Dutches. 

Cafd. Thou wilt abuse her with lascivious lust. 
As once thou didst the Earl of Flanders wife, 
And make her wretched, hoping in thy love. 
460 Giosl. Oh ! j-oiir holiness would have her turn a Nun, 
Your cl oyster-! em men but she minds thee not ; 
Fellow what ere thou art that tak'st my part 
There's 20 Crowns, go prove an honest man 

Card. There's 40 for thee, Caiibee, kill that slave 
465 An ever thou intend' st my Love to have. 
Ca7i. I will take my time my Lord. 

Had. Canhee come not near me, thou knowest my antient 
order. They die that dare me ; but if thou dare meet me, heark 
in thine ear, disturb not these honourable personages. 
470 Can. Be brief, appoint the place of meeting, mbito, subito. 

Had. At our old Hostises mad rogue to make merry, lay a 
fresh plot to meet the Norjolk gull, and be blithe. 
Can. Agreed, and I meet thee not, bade my , 
chronic] e.CiJKisf for a Coward, my Lord I will hs 
475 that Rogue. 

Car. I shall be mindfull of thee Catibee : if thou kill him 
Base slave; had not he been Gloster had dyed? 

Glost. I am sorry Gentlemen for Momfords fall, 
And for our Brother the Lord Regents anger, 
480 Let him pull down the pride of Winchester, 
And Glosler easily will be appeas'd. 

Card. Httmphry nor Bedford, nor thy self hath power 
To make Lord Bew/ord stoop ; dost thou forget, 
I am a Prince, and a Plantaginet? 
485 Glost. Bastards were never Princes in their state. 

Card. I am a Prince elected by the Pope. 
Glost. I'll make ye gladly flye to your Elector. 
Card. First will I see thy death Witless Protector. Draw a- 
Old Playn. Keep the Kings peace my Lords. gain. 

490 Card. Look to't, I'll rowse you and your minions, 
Out of St. Johnses ere a week be spent. 

Can. Sir we'll rowse ye, we— Ex. Card, and Canhee. 

Glost. Would never greater caie came near my heart ; 
Could I have had my will in my Loves sight. 

C:i This 
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495 This evening had been Bewfords latest night. 
But to the purpose, now Sir Walter Playnsey 
Take no exceptions as you love our favour, 
That Lady Ellenors escap'd away. 

Old Playn, Is she escap'd away my Lord ? 
5oo Glost. She is, nay storm not, 
For if you do your anger is in vain, 
ril answer any Duty for her wardship. 
So rest your self content ; if ye rest quiet 
And will confirm your ward to be my wife, 
5o5 ril send ye within six daies six thousand pound. 
Being more than you can get by course of Law. 

Old Playn, I but my Lord her sudden taking hence — 
Glost. Nay, nay, stand not on tearms, take this or chuse. 
Send word ye love us, or our Loves refuse. 
5io Come Captain Westford bring us to St. Johnses. Ex. Glost, &* Cap, 
Y. Playn, H ere's a good world when ev'ry Duke is King; (^ West. 
Thus I see power can master any thing. 

Old Playn, I son, else durst not you and old Sir Robert 
Being but new come from the dejected Father, 
5i5 Offer such open wrong to Momfords Daughter. 

Y, Playn, Father lUl answer that upon the way 
Please ye to walk but to Sir Robert Westfords, 

Enter Momford like a Souldier, 
Momf, Save ye gentlemen, pray can ye tell me 
Whether Sir Robert Westford ly in London 
520 Or at his Summer-house ? 

Old Playn, He lyes at Stepny fellow. 
Follow us we'll bring thee thither presently. Ex, Playnseys, 

Momf, That's Playnsey iand his son. Til follow hem, 
And try my Brother Westford ere I need, 
525 Already have I took a little Cottage 

On Bednall-Green, pretending my self blind. 
Thither perhaps my gentle Child will come. 
For she's full of charitable alms. 
But howsoere now I shall surelv see her 
53o Bringing my own seal as a Messenger, 
I'll follow after kind Sir Walter Playnsey, 

And his Heroick son my Daughters Joy. Ex, Momf, 

Enter 
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ACT II. 



Enter Sir Robert, Kate his Daughter, Bess Momford, 

and Swash. 

Kate. IjlAther you wrong me, and my Cosen Momford^ 
Jj I marry Playnsey, troth plight unto her ; 
535 Oh if s an impious match ! I '11 rather have 
Than such a mariage-bed, a dismal grave. 

Sir Rob, Use no more words, no tittle tattle talk. 
The Priest is sent for, Playnsey is a comming. 
He shall have you, and you shall have his Land. 
540 Kate, But for my Cosen Bess — 

Sir Rob, Your Cosen-Beggar, Child unto a Traytor; 
Go to no more, come heark a word with me. 

Enter Old Strowd, and wash. 
Old Str. Ha this is excellent, stript of his cloaths. 
His shirt stoln from his back, why this exceeds, 
545 This is a toy to mock an Ape withall. 

Swash, Nay barlady Sir this toy has mock'd as well-favour'd a 
Youth, as your own Son. 

Old Str, Hold ye, there's ten pound, go fetch him new cloaths. 
Swash, Nay Sir he wants no cloaths, for he hath a Cloak laid 
55o on with gold lace, and an imbroidred lerkin, and thus he is mar- 
ching hither like the fore-man of a Morris. 

Old Stro. Not for 20 1. gold lace embroiderd, 
I'll see how he is suited by and by. 

Swash, I'll tell him so, but pray Mr. let me be at the wedding 
555 feast. 

Old Stro, And there you'll be hoy ting and kissing the 
Wenches you. 

Swash, Not I indeed Master, I never use to kiss any, not I. 
Old Stro, You know what complaints was made of you the 
56o last wedding you were at. 

Swash. I thank ye Master ye made me stand in a white sheet 
for ye. 

Old Stro. How for me Knave ? go to thou lyest, thou shalt 
not be there for that lye. 
565 Swash. Pray let me go, there will be all the Youth of our 
Parish there, good Master ? 

Old Stro. Well Sir, go your way, but let me hear no ill of 
ye you were best. 

Swash. I warrant ye Master, thank ye Sir, hey for our Town. 

Green 
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570 Green now ifaith ! 

Old Stro. Go, get you gone, I fear we shall fall out, 
I wonder what Sir Robert does intend? Exit. 

Sir Rob. Look to't, pine, pule, weep, sob, it shall be so, 
Thou shalt be Playnseys wife who ere sayes no. 
575 Old SIro. Sir Robert since your Cosen is refus'd 

By Mr. Gilbert Playnsey, if she please, and you agree 
Your Cosen Elizabeth shall have Tom Strowd; 
You know he is my Heir, no Clown, no Swad, 
But held in Norfolk for a Lusty Lad. 
58o Sir Rob. Let her take whom she will, all's one to me. 

Old Stro. How say you Lady? 
Bess^ For Playnsey's sake 
1 he name of mariage I have sworn to hate. 

Enter old Playnsey aitd his Sofi, Romford follows (liem. 
Sir Rob. Good morrow good Sir Walter and Son Playnsey, 
585 1 tiTist Sir Walter gill hath let you know 

My puipose, for this mariage with my Daughter? 

Old Playn. He tells me he is so resolv'd Sir Robert, 
And in his own power now consists his choyce. 
But be assur'd, the searching eye of Heaven 
590 Sees every thought of man, take heed you two 
Answer not for each ill deed, and wrong ye do. 

Sir Rob. Tut tut Sir Waller, God and we for that ; 
Speak Mr, Plavmey, let Bess Momford hear 
How you resolve unto my Daughter Katheriiie. 
595 Y. Playn. I come to mary her. 

Kate. Thirdi upon your Vow, 
See this sad Lady, when you went to France, 
Vou swore at your return to mary her. 

Y. Playn. Fair be content, my mind therein is chang'd, 
600 Her Father is disgraced and exil'd 

And therefore Playiiseys Son doth scorn his Child. 

Bess. Do scorn me, leave me, every way abuse me. 
Death will receive me, though you all refuse me. 
Sir Rob. Nay good Sir Walter be not discontent, 
6o5 Son Playnsey, Daughter Kaiheriite, let's confer. 

Old Stro. How say you Madam, will Sir Robert Westford 
Defeat me of the Land 1 have at morgage, 
Take away all your Jewels, and your plate? 
I Bess 
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Bess. He sayes he will. 
610 Old Stro. Weil let him and he dare, 
And if he wrong you Lady come to mc. 
Mnnif. Wondrous amazement ! \^'hat doth Mnm/ord see ? 
Where he most trusted, most impiety. 

Sir Hob. The Chaplain stayes in Heavens name let us in, 
6i5 They shall be maried m Bess Moinfords sight. 

Kate Father your malice to my Cosen Mom/ord, 
This deed oi Playiisey whom you call my Husband, 
Whom I shall never love, never abide, 
Makes me to Death and Shame become a Bride ; 
6io But Shame will quickly from my red cheeks flye. 
And Death will paint them with his ashy dye. 

Sir Roh. Come, come, leave pratling, Playnscy comfort Kate. 
Y. Playn. Fair Love be frolick talk no more of death and care 
We'll sport, for I am young, and thou ait fair. 
6j5 Farewell forsaken Turtle, take thy flight 

To some more abject mate whilst Kate and I, joys adore. 
Kale. High Heaven forgive me, F'ather have remorce. 
Let me not thus be hal'd to death perforce. Ex. both. 

Old Playn. Sir Robert Westfvrd I mislike this match. 
63o Old Stro. 'Tis more than Injury, but Lady grieve not you. 
Bess. No Sir I am patient. 
Sir Rob. I pray you go in Sir Walter. 
Old Playn. Yes I'll go in, 
But Heaven can tell, 1 hate this forc'd sin. Ex. old Playn. 

635 Sir Rob. What will you do Mr. Stra^-d? 

Old Stro. I scarcely know 
Vour moods, and these affairs do fall out so. 

Sir Rob. Well at your pleasure, go Huswife get you in. 
Bess. I will do what you will, yet ere I go 
640 Somewhat on this old man I will bestow, 

Thon seem'st a maymed Souldier, wo is me 1 '' 

1 have a little Gold, good Father take it. 
And here's a Diamond do not forsake it ; 
My Father was a Souldier maym'd like thee, 
645 Thou in thy limbs, he by vil'd infamy. 

Old Siro. Bith mass I like her, shee's a Mom/ord right 
Of noble blood and the true Norfolk breed ; 
Hold the good fellow there's one 40 pence 

D From 
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From a poor Veomans purse, old Stroi~'d of Harling. 
65o Memf. I thank you Sir, I have more tlian 1 deserve. 

Sir Rob. I Sir, and more than you shall bear from hence 
Come Minx what lewell did you give this Rogue. 
Mom/. I am a Souldier Sir, the name of Rogue 
111 fits a man of your respect to give 
655 To a poor (Jentleman, tl.ough in distress. 

Sir Hob. A Gentleman ! and why a Gentleman 
Because a Souldier? Come you despcr-view. 
Deliver me the lewd or I'll hang thee, 
To morrow is the Sessions, I'll make short, 
66o .■^nd shave your Gentry shorter by the neck, 
A Gentleman ! come, come, give mo the lewcl, 
What makes your Gentry sneaking at my Gate? 

Mom/. I came from Mom/ord banish'd in Britaiiy, 
He praj's ye by this token you would send 
665 A thousand Marks to help him in his need. 
Sir Rob. Where do you lye Sir? 
Mom/. I lay last night with a Hlind-Beggar 
That hath a little House on Bediiail- Green. 

Sir Rob. He came but yesterday, I heard of him. 
670 Beggars keep lodging, well I'll hampei' him, 
I know this token, and will keep the same r 
But have no 1000 Marks to maintain Rebels. 

Mom/. Base upstart Knight deliver Mom/onh Seal, Drau, 
Or by the honour of a Souidiers name 
675 I'll slice thy heart out. 

Sir Rob. Help me Mr. Strowd. 
Old Stro. What help ye to <io wrong? 
Nay by t^ie rood, though Mom/crd was exil'd, 
'Twas told me he should have his Lands and Goods. 
63o Sir Rob. There, take them, but do you hear me SiiTah 

Take heed I catch you not at the Blind- Beggars. 

Mom/. If 1 should lye there, though you be a lustice, 
I trust to find Friends in my just defence. 

Old Stro. Hold thee good fellow, there's the t'other noble, 
585 Bith mass I like thee, th'art a tough old Lad 

Mom/. I thank you Sir, Lady I'll take my leave. 
Bess. Commend me to my Father good old man. 
Mom/. I will, and tell him of Sir Roberts wrong. 
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Sir Rob. Do fellow, say, I scorn his treachery', 
690 And hope his end will be La miser;-. 

Momf. I'll tell him what you say. Exit Momf. 

Bess. Father farewell. 
Sir Rob. Nay 'twere best ye packt, 
Beggar witli Beggar, for ye shall away : 
695 Ha Huswife ! are you giving Diamonds, 
Do you forget your Jewels are all mine, 
Did not old Westford pay for this attire ? 
But off with it, go in, or either drudge 
Amongst my Servants to maintain your State, 
700 Or pack, stay not an hour. 
Biss. Yon shall not need 
To bid me pack, for I'll begon indeed. Exit Bess. 

Sir Rob. To steal and han^ or starve and beg, choose which 
Old Stro. Sir Robert by the — you do her wrong. 
705 Sir Rob. What's that to you look to your own affairs, 

Sirowd, Stroidd, you think to have the land at Farnam, 

I and shall, and shall - 

Old Stro. And will, do you your woist. 
Sir Roh. V'are too sawcy Strowd. 
710 Old Stro. Too sawcy moody Knight, 

Thou durst not thus in scorn to old Strowd prate, 
But cock on thine own hill, thus near thy Gate. 

Sir Rob. I'll meet thee where thou dar'st, and when thou 
dar'st. 
715 Old Stro. I'll say th'art a tall man and thou dost. 
Sir Rob. Appoint the place. 
Old Stro. Thece is a new mown field 
Lying by Eastward of a little shed 
That stands on Bednall-Grem. 
720 Sir Rob. I know it, that's the shed the Souldier laj' in. 
The Close is compas'd with a quick-set, is't not? 
Old Stro. The same. 
Sir Rob. I like it, what's tlie hour? 
Old Stro. 'Twixt one and two. 
725 Sir Rob. Hold the Strowd, there's my hand 

I'll meet thee, and I'll make thee know me too 
Old Stro. No more, I'll meet thee, else call 
"! Enter Tom Strowd and Swash his ma 

Y. Stro. London lick penny can ye it. 
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y, Stro. Hold me no holds, I'll have another bout with 

ye, or I'll make your sconce and the post ring noon together, 

770 and sirrah Gypsie you shall fare the worse for one of your 

Coats sake, that rob'd me of a sattin suite tother night, — and 

well remembred where's my Cloak Si^as/i ? 

Swash. Your Cloaks a good Cloak, take the wall of my 
Master ye slave you. 
775 Y. Slro I think the fellow be mad, — where's my Cloak 

S^'osh. Your Cloak's a good Cloak and a fair Cloak, quarrel 
with my Mr. ye scabs you. 

Y. Slro. I think the fellow's frompall, ] ask thee where my 
780 Cloak is. 

Can. Let not a man pass unsearch'd, the Gentleman shall 
not lose the worth of a mite in my company. 

Had. I hope Sir you will not suspect my Boy nor me ? 
Y.Siro. Suspect me no suspects, I am sure my Cloak cannot' 
785 go without hands, and I'll have it again, or I'll bang it out of 
the coxcombs of some of them. 

Cati. — Sir you mishape lyes as near my heart as it had 

been mine own, and cause I see' you a resolute tall Gentleman, 

and in respect that I was the occasion of this falling out, my 

7gQ Cloak (simpl though it be) cost me 40 French Crowns, take it, 

it is at your service. 

Y. Stro. Forty French Crowns, forty French Pins, what 
dost thoii tell me of thy Cloak ? I scorn to wear ere a mans 
Cloak under the Element but mine own : but I'll tell thee what, 
7g5 and it were not for tliy sake, whom I think an honest kind 
fellow and so forth, I'de bang this Bacon fan' d slave ore- 
thwart his shanks, he should remember stealing a Cloak to 
Dooms day, so should he. 

Had. Why Sii" 1 hope you know no harm by me were it in 
800 place, wheie I'de say, he lyed in his Throat that but touch'd 
the very hem of my reputation with reproach. 

Y. 5frn. Wol't say I lye? thou hadst as good eat a load of 
logs wert thou, I say no harm by thee, and yet I say I have 
seen an honester face than thine hang'd, what sayest thou to it 
8o5 now ? and thou beest agrieved mend thy self how thou canst, 
or how thou darest, dost't see now. Naye Swash yonders my 
father, say nothing of my Cloak SteJosA. 
Enter old Strowd. 
Old Slro. Well, if I live I'll meet Sir Robtri IVcst/ord 

D3 But 
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But first I'll see if I can find my Son, 
8io And here he is, is't possible my Lands A Jerkin or Jacket 

Should maintain this Attire, you Podigal for Srrowd. 

Where have you got this trash, unto whose Books 

Are you indebted for it, pardon me Gentlemen 

For being so sawcy in your company ; 
8i5 'Tis not for a poor Country Yeomans son 

To fiant it out thus. 

Can, Sir you may say your pleasure, is your Son, but thus 

much ril assure you, though if he be your Son the chiefest 

Gallants in the Land are enamour'd with his good parts and 
820 valour. 

Old Strow. Nay Gentlemen thus much I'll say for him, 

Hee's a right Noffolk-msin mettle, all steel : 

But I'll not have him use his bravery. 

The time has been when as a Norfolk yeoman 
S25 That might dispeud 5oo marks a year 

Would, wear such cloath as this sheeps russets gray, 

And for my Son shall pe no President 

To break those orders, come off with this trash 

Your bought Gentility, that sits on thee 
83o Like Peacock's feathers cock't upon a Raven. 

Let true born Gentlemen were Gentries robes. 

And Yeoman Country seeming Liveries. 

y. Stro, — You'd have the Calf with the white face I think, I 

am sure yonders old Simsons son of Showdam Thorp, that wears his 
835 great gall gaskins o' the Swash-fashion, with 8 or 10 gold laces of 

a side, and yet, without boast be it spoken, you are more in the 

Kings books than he. and pay more scot and lot a fair deal, so 

ye do. 

Old Stro, He is a desperate Cast-away like thee, 
840 And wrongs his fathers credit and his own ; 

The Sons discent's no better than her fathers, 

Why should their cloaths be richer? I am as proud, 

And think my self as gallant in this gray, 

Having my Table furnish't with good Beef, 
845 Norfolk temes bread, and Country home bred drink, 

As he that goeth in ratling Taffity. 

Let Gentlemen go gallant what care I, 

I was a Yeojnan born, and so I'll dye ; 

Then if thou beest my Son be of my mind, 
85o Wast lesse in rags and spend more in thine House, 

Or 
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Or if thou hast no House to spend it in 
Swash. Go to a Bawdy-house Mr. 

Old Stro. How Knave to a Bawdy-house, no sirrah no 
give it maira'd Souldiers, and poor helpless Widows. 
835 Off with this trash, on with this seemly weed, 
Be not Strowds shadow but be Strowd indeed. 

Y. Stro Come hither Swash there is no remedy, I must give 
the old man good words and speak him fair, for and if he should 
die to morrow next (as God forbid but he should) he might 
860 defeat me of all his Land. 

Swask. You say true Master, come on with this Jerkin, so 
now young Master you look like your self, and like my Masters 
son. 

Old Stro. Son what are these that keep you company? 
865 Y. Stro. A couple of honest proper Gentlemen they seem to 

he, but alls one to you, I must keep company with none but a 
sort of Momes and Hoydons that know not chalk from cheese, 
and can talk of nothing but how they sell a score of Cow-hides 
at Lynmarte, and what price Pease and Barley bears at Tketfori 
870 market. 

Old 'stro. Then still consort thee with these Gentlemen, I 
like the carriage of them passing well. 

Y. Stro. I a muiTen on em they they have carried away my 
Cloak amongst 'em. 
875 Old Stro. But let that pass. 

Siz^ask. I Sir 'tis past and gon too. 

Old Stro. And come along with me to Mile end to my Lodging, 
I must talk a couple of cold words with Sir Robert Wtstford. 
Go Swash afore, and saddle my bay Nag, 
880 Perhaps I'll ride a mile or two to night : 

Kind Gentlemen, I am somewhat troublesom 
To press thus rudely into your company ; 
Come Gentlemen, I'll gratulate your Loves 
And your kind favours used unto my Son, Ex. Strowds. 

885 Can. And we live wee'l make him spend your living, come 
JflfA lets go, Where's Snip. 

Had. O Sir at my sweet Boss the Breakers, neer fear it 
there's a sure Dandeno, she cuts it out in Hose and Jerkins, she 
is an honest dealer, yonr privy taker, and your sure concealer. 
&90 Can. Let's to't and turn again to meet this Gull, 

VVee'll fleece him and his Bags wee they nere so full. Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter Bess Momford, 
Bess, Oh hapless, hapless, miserable wretch! 
To loose my wealth and all my fathers Lands 
Did never move me ; but to see my Uncle 
895 Cheat me of all my Jewels, and in spight 

Even to my face mary my troth-plight Husband 
To his own Daughter, and to see young Playnsey 
Embrace another in my promis'd bed, 
And I thrust out upon the wedding day ; 
900 Oh this is it that drives me full of woe 
Into this sad and sollitary Green ! 
Here to do violence unto my self. 

Momf, My Daughter in dispair, then play thy part. 
Prevent her ills that did procure her smart, 
9o5 Alas where am I ? how shall I return 

Unto my homely Cabbin? where's my boy? 
I prethee do not leave me gentle wag. 
Take pity of my miserable state. 

Bess, Who talks of pity ? now alas good man, 
910 What are you blind? 

Momf, Yes blind, and like to die. 
Not for my own, but for thy misery. 

Bess, Father be comforted, I am but poor. 

Yet time has been sigh. 

91 5 Momf, Oh do not sigh Girl, 

Grief hath so tyranniz'd upon my heart 
That if you mourn my tears will bear a part. 
Bess, You are the man I look for. 
Momf. I am indeed, 
920 And yet thou know*st me not, alas the while 

That blind deceit, should clear ey'd love beguile. 
Whence spring thy sorrows from some private wrong. 

Bess, Am I asleep, or do I know his tongue. 
Art thou blind say est thou, let me see thy face, 
925 O let me kiss it too, and with my tears 

Wash off these blemishes which cruel time 
Have furrowed in thy cheeks ! Oh could thou see, 
I'de show thine eyes whom thou dost represent. 
I calVd thee father, I thou shalt be my father, 
980 Nor scorn my proffer, were my father here, 

Hee'd 
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Hee'd tell thee that his Daughter held him dear : 
But in his absence Father, thou art he, 
Shed but one tear for him, and I for thee 
will weep, till from the moyster of mine eyes 
5 A little font of christall tears, shall rise 
To bath thine eye-lids in; yet do not weep ; 
Lay all thy griefs on me, for I am yoimj. 
And I have tears enough to weep much wrong. 

Momf. Wilt thou remain with me, I dare not speak 
) P'or fear my tongue should my heart's counsel break. 

Biss. rip dwell, I'le tend thee, I'le do any thing 
To do thee good, because within thy looks 
I see the presence of my reverend Father. 

Momf. Hast't lost thy Father then? 
5 Bess. Father! I have. 

List to my wokJs and I will tell thee how. 

Momf. First lead me to my Cottage, there relate 
From die beginning all thy down-cast state. Exeunt: 

Enter Sir Robert Westford, and Captain Westford. 

Sir Rob. I tell thee Captain Westford I have done 
3 No more than I can answer, I and will. 

Cap. West. Nay Cosen Westford mis-conceit me not. 
Or if thou do all's onCr 1 say again. 
You shew'd a cruell part, and wo'd the Maid 
Be rul'd by me your Betters should decide it. 
5 Sir Rob. Decide a pins end, do you take her part. 
Each one you saw did seek to get their own. 
Why should not I then? shall I undergo 
Publick displeasure for a pawltry Girl ; 
Shee comes not in myne ears. 

Cap. West. The more unkind 
And cruel you, but wherefore should you mary 
Young Playnsey to your Child, considering 
He was the troth-plight Husband to your Kins-woman, 
The much wrong'd Daughter of the down-trod Momford. 

Sir Rob. Alas for her, does she complain to you, 
Why and she want a Husband you are a Batcheler, 
You may do well to take her. 

Cap. West. You had done better, 
Had not your avarice broke the contract, 

E 'Twist 
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970 'Twixt her and Playnsey, 

Sir Rob, Well Sir, I will answer what I have done, 
Cap, West, Not one word more Sir. 

Enter old Strowd, young Strowd and Swash. 
Old Stro, I marry Sir, why this is somewhat like, 
Now art thou like thy self, but stand aside, 
975 Whose that. Sir Robert? hee's as good's his word, 
The Captain with him, ah he promis't me 
To meet me single 

Sir Rob. Pacifie your self. 
What I have done Tie stand to, pray forbear, 
980 rie talk a word or two with Master Strowd, 
Whaf s here his son, how and his man too ? ha 
That's more than promise. 

Old Stro, Now Sir Robert Westford you are an early riser, 
Sir Rob. My last nights promise waken'd me afore my hour, 
985 Send hence your Son. 

Old Stro, 'Tis good, I like you well, send hence 3^our 
Kinsman, 

Yet 'tis no matter, I have a devise 
Shall rid them all, God save you Captain Westford, 
990 Thanks for your friendly company last night. 

Cap, West, I take your greetings kindly Mr. Strowd, 
And with the tongue of love return it back 
With double intrest, pray is not this your Son. 
Old Stro, I cannot tell, his Mother tells me so. 
995 Cap, West, I shall desire your more acquaintance Sir. 

Y,Stro.\ thank you Sir, I am easier to be acquainted with all, 
than to borrow mony on, I thank my father, but and it please 
you to drink a Cup of beer or ale, and you' le but walk 'ore the 
Green to the red lattice yonder, I'le bestow it on you. 
1000 Cap West. Thanks, Mr. Strowd, pray walk to my Chamber, 

I am desirons to impart my love 
Unto your kind acceptance. 

Old Stro, Sir I thank you for him. 
Please you to walk to Mile end with my Son 
ioo5 And this good fellow, I'le but talk a word 
In secret here with Sir Robert Westford, 
About Lord Momfords Lands, and follow ye. 

Capt, West, At your good pleasure wilt please you walk 
Mr. Strowd? Y. Stro. 
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loio Y. Stro.Vray lead the way ,rie follow you come hKihcrStaash, 

and it had pleas'd my Father, I might a had as gallant apparell 
as he, or another man, but all's one, a dog has his day, and I 
shall have mine too, one day when the old man's dead ; — I'le 
make all flye then e' faith. Exeunt. 

ioi5 Old Stro. So they are gone, and now Sir Robert Westford. 

Think of your last nights quarrel. 
Sir Rob. Tut, tut, nee'r prate. 

Old Stro. Thus I revenge my wrong, Thus I defend 
The truth, and reputation of my cause. 
I02O Sir Rob. O I am slain. They fight, and Sir Rob. 

Old Stro. Then Heaven receive thy Soul, falls. 
And pardon me, thy Conscience can tell 

I never ivish't unto thy Soul but well. Ex. Strowd. 

Enter Momford. 
Momf. What pitious groan calls Momford from his Cell, 
I025 Whose this my Brother Westford} what and slain ! 
Heaven thou are just ; he that last day for Gold 
Did sell my Daughter, is himself now sold 
Into the hands of death. Momford dissemble, 
Daughter come forth, and look about this Close, 
io3o I heard one groan, E>iier Bess : 

Bess. And here's a bloody Coarse. 
Momf. Look if thou knowst it. 
Bess. Oh 'tis my Uncle Westford, 
He thai last day with his commanding breath 
iq35 Chid me out of his doors, now breathless lies 
Intreating me, to give his mingled body 
A homely entertainment in our Cell. 
Heaven thou art just, and dreadfull is thy judgement. 
Momf. Glory not in his Fall, but rather giieve 
1040 That in his end thou canst him not relieve : 
Let's bear him in, and if we can by Art 
Upon thy I'oe, we'll work a friendly part : 
For have he but the smallest sign of breath. 
We'll recall life, and rescue him from Death. 
1045 But howsoe're the Body stayes with me. Exeunt mth 

Till Justice points him out that murder'd thee. the body. 

Enter old Stiawd, young Strowd, and Swash. 
Old Stro. Saddle my horse, there Swash run 

Ei Where's 
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Where's my Son ? 

y. Stro. At hand quoth Pick-purse, — what's the matter 
io5o with you trow ? 

Old Stro Good Son leave prating, Swash where's mj- horse ? 
I am undone, go post to Chenford, run to Mr. Glasscock, 
Give him my Seal-ring, desire him send me. 
(Where's my horse I say,) the loo pound he owes me, where's 
io55 Captain Westford, take heed he hear me not. Lord how my 
heart pants in my bosome ! I have slain a man. 
Swash. Slain a man! oh oh oh oh. 
y. Stro, Peace Swash do not cry so. 
Swash. No, I do not cry, I do but rore. 
1060 Old Stro. I had not the power to keep it longer. 

Nor to take my horse till I confest it. 

Enter Captain Westford, and Officers. 
Capt. West. Lay hold on him, and Mr. Strowd once more, 
Confess thy guilt. 

Old Stro. Why Sir? I not deny 
io65 Sir Robert Westford doing me much wrong, 
Is by me slain. 

Cap. West. And you for this ofifence, 
Shall be conducted safely unto Prison, 
Till matters may be better thought upon, 
1070 Mean time your own confession is my warrant. 

y. Stro. My Father kill a man, — here's a jest to mock an 
Ape withall, what shall become of me now: Swash hie thee to 
Chenford for the 100 pound, and soon towards Lvening Il'e 
meet thee at Ilford for fear of base Knaves; — I know not whom 
1075 a man may trust when ones own Father does deceive 'em 
thus. Ex. Swash, 

Old Stro. Well Gentlemen I do obej' the Law, 
And yield my body Prisoner to the King, 
Soon work what means ye can for my repreeve 
1080 Till we may sue for pardon. So adue my Son, 

Heaven give thee grace such desperate brails to shun. Exeunt. 
Y. Stro. Get a reprieval call you it, — I know no more how 
to go about it, than I know how to build Pawfc-steeple so I do 
not : but I'le gg seek out a Gentleman, one Franck Canby that 
io85 served the Cardinall, and tr>' what he can do in it; it's an old 
saying in our Country, it's better to have a friend at Court than 
a peny in the purse, it shall go hard but I'le save my father 
from hanging thats certain. Ex. Musick ACX 
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Sir Rob, /^ Ood Father ! gentle Maiden set me down, 
logo Vjr My wound I fear will freshly bleed again, 

I prethee let thy Daughter make a bed, 

I fear my Death-bed, good now send her in. 

Momf, Daughter I pray go in and make the bed. 

If we need help Fie call you, pray you begone. 
1095 Bess, It doth torment him to behold my sight. 

Well Heaven forgive him and restore his health. 

He did me more than wrong, and if I see 

He be at point of death. Fie let him know, 

That I am Momford's Childe he wronged so. Exit Bess, 

1 100 Sir Rob. Father lend me thy hand now in Heaven's eye 

Swear to be secret till thou see me dead. 

Or of this wound by the recovered ; 

Know first I am a Knight, my Name is Westford, 

My Wife was Sister to the Baron Momford, Ready for a Hang- 
I io5 That Momford left his Daughter to my trust, mans zvill. 

Which Daughter I have this day turned forth 

To seek her living, and from her have kept 

Above ten thousand Marks, besides the Lands 

Morgag'd unto one Strowd a Norfolk Yeoman, 
mo That Strowd on my abuse done to the Lady 
. Challenged the field, we fought, and here I fell. 

He scap't 1 hope. Heaven grant he may do well. 
Momf, 'Tis well Sir that you are so penitent. 
Sir Rob. Oh Father I had need to rend my heart 
iii5 In sunder, with true sorrows hourly sighes. 

For I have done a deed more impious 

Than ever entred into the heart of man. 

If ever thou didst hear of Momfords name 

His honor, bounty, and magnificence, 
1120 If ever thou didst hear his late defame, 

E3 His 
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His accusation, exile, indigence, 
Then know that I am he, Momford lov'd well. 
Vet I am he bv whom old Mom/ord fell. 
Mom/. Ala's Sir! how? 
) Sir Rob. I coveted his Land, 

And practis'd with Sir Walitr Ptaynsey's Son, 
An irreligious careless CJentlcman ; 
Yet one that will malie show, swear and protest. 
His course of life is equal with the best. 
:> there are many such old man there be, 
Too many in this Land like him and me; 
We laid this plot, he should go into France, 
He did, and serv'd on horse at Amieiis, 
Where he was wilfully ta'n Prisoner, 
S And by his Keepers Daughter understood, 
The French should by a trecherous plot win Guynes, 
Wherein Lord Mom/ord held a Garrison. 

Mom/. Who were consenting with the French in this? 
Sir Rob. A W'a//oK'B-Captain called Hauti Bth-miart. 
) yiomf. Did Momford know of it? 

Sir Rob. No (old man) never. 
But Playnsey counterfeited certain Letters. 
Subscribing them with Lord VilUers his name; 
In gratulation for betiaying Guynes, 
5 These Letters were delivered to a Post, 
The Post surpriz'd, examin'd where he had them, 
He answered from Villters his Secretary : 
For in his habit Plavnsev was disguis'd. 
Mom/". Oh Heaven! 
3 Sir Rob. Good father wherefore dost thou sigh? 

yiomf. For grief mens hearts should harbour such deceits. 
Sir Rob. I faint good father, if thou can relieve me, 
Call for thy Daughter, stretch me on a bed : 
Bear witness I repent now, help and ease me, 
5 .\nd till I dye conceal my treachery. 

Mom/. Be sure I will, and yet 1 hope you'll live, 
And reconcile the banish't I,ord your self, 
For 'twas an unjust fact, indeed it was. 
Come Daughter help to lead in this Gentleman, 
3 Wee'll show him all the favour that we can. Enter Bess. 

Bess. 
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Bess. Father he sownes. 
Momf. Come quickly help him in, 
I hope he will recover, but if not, 

Heaven grant his sins may wholly be forgot. Exeunt 

■J, , Enter Canbee disguised. 

ii65 Caw. Thisdamb'd perpetual 'Ro^wa Smash, has kept mehere 

in little ease of the bare ground, hungry, cold, and comfortless, 

ever since two hours afore day, I am hungry for the hundred 

pound he brings, cold at my heart for fear he come without i*i 

and comfortless least if he have it, he comes with company, 

1170 but lupus in fabula here he comes, what and alone ! excellent 

the 100 1. myne own then. Enter Swash. 

Sii'osh. I discover none, the danger is past, I think I may 

with safety put up an honest weapon, thou terror to all Theeves, 

sleep there; my young Master promised to meet me, he stayes 

1175 somewhat long, but he knows Sfi'ii.?/; is able to stand under the 

strokes of a dozen false slaves, oh that I could meet with a 

Theef now to try my valour. 

Cati. Stand sirrah and deliver. * 
Suiash. Oh Lord, Theeves, theeves, oh, oh. 
1 180 Can. Peace Villain, or Tie cut out thy Tongue, and make 

a rasher of the coals on't, deliver the mony. 

Swash. Yes good Mr. Theef with all my heart, there 'tis 
1 am glad I had it for you. 

Can. So am 1 too Sir, come hold up I must now bind you 
1 185 hand and foot for running after me. ' 

Swash. I pray you do bind me hard, do good Mr. Theef, 
harder yet Sir. 

Can. So now farewell, your mony goes with me Sir. 
Sk'osA. Farewell kind Mr.Theef.O pox chokehimforaslave, 
1 190 Theeves, theeves, theeves, help, help, help. 

Enier Hadland and Snip with Strowd's stuord. 
Had. Sirrah S«ip be sure you run away with Stron/d's sword 
Snip. I warrant you Sir let me alone for running. 
Sit'as/i. Theeves, theeves, help, help. 

Shj^. How theeves,riego,andraise the townSir,tiieeves,theeves. 

Ex. Snip. Enter Tom Strowd. 

1 195 y.Stro. How Theeves, — where'sSjJi'^ run with my sword? 

who's that cries ThecvesS«fii«^,hQW now man come stand to it. 

Smas/i. Yes Sir, I am bound to it, Y. Stro. Why 
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Y . 5/r(?. Why what's the matter Swash, how cam'st thou thus ? 
ha. 
I200 Swash. I am rob'd Master. 

y. Stro. How rob'd? I hope not so man! 
Swash. Yes faith there was six Theeves set upon me, I very 
manfully kiird seven of the six, and the rest carried away the 
mony, but I shall have it again that's the best on't. 
i2o5 Y. Stro. How dost thou know thou shalt ha*t again Swash. ^ 

Swash. Why he has left me his bond here to bring it again. 
Y. Stro. There's a bond with a Halters name, — Swash is 
all the mony gone? 

Swash. Every peny Master. 
I2IO y . Stro. What ill fortune is that Swash ? what shall we do now 

trow? 

Enter Snip and Canby. 
Snip. Theeves, theeves, come good Mr. Canby make hast, 
this way, this way. 

Can. Theeves, where Boy ? I am almost out of breath with 
I2i5 running, what Mr. Strowd and Swash? how comes this? 
y. Stro. Why Swash is rob'd man ! 
Can. How rob'd ? 

Y. Stro. Yes faith, but I may thank Snip there that run 
away with my sword. 
1 220 Snip. Alas Sir I was so amazed I knew not what I did, 

Nor whither I ran, till I met Mr. Canbee here ! 
* Caw.*Rob'd, I wo'd I had been with thee Swash. 

Swash. I honest Mr. Canbee, and you had been with me 

I had scaped well enough then. 

1225 Can. Well Mir. Strowd, as I was passing through Allgate 

this morning I saw the Shreeves and Constables set towards 

to Newgate to fetch your father, the Carpenter in a Cart carried 

the Jebbet to Bednall-Green, only love to meet you made me 

neglect the principal business ; here's the Protector's Reprieve, 

i23o I have done the part of a Gentleman, here's Humphry Gloster 

good Noble man, he loved your Father well, let not your 

i delay dash all, I was two hours by the clock on my bare 

Knees to the Protector, pray'd the equity of the quarrel, and 
could Westfords body a been found, the Pardon had been 
1235 sealed : but haste away with the Repreeve, take horse at 
Lafigton, and make speed, or your father will be hanged. 

y. Stro. 
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y. Ska. How take horse quoth ye, yes, the Catwould lick 
her ears and she had 'em, why, I was rob'd too last night my 
self at Langton. 
1240 Cfl«. Were you rob'd Mr. Stronidl 

Y. Stro. Yes faith, they make a matter of nothing to rob 
Swash and I now adayes, I have not a horse to cast at a dog 
man not I . 

Can. Apox of all ill fortunes, hold Sir, there's five shillings 
1245 lett take it, and go take my horse at the Bell at Stratford, and 
make hast for fear you come too late. 

Y. Stro. Troth Mr. Canbee, and ye gave me al! that ere ye 

had, I can but thank you, and your horse were a horse of 

gold, he shall be forth-comming again. Come Stuash let us 

i25o go. Exit Tom Stro. 

Stiiask. Mr. Caiiiee no more but so for this kindness, 

farewell Mr. Hadtand, farewell Snip, pray lef s see ye all at the 

Gallows, till when I bequeath this halter amongst ye, in token 

of my love, and so adue. 

1255 5x1^. Farewell Swash and be hang'd. 

Had. — Canhe(, art thou mad to give him thy horse, and 
five shillings to save his father from hanging. 

Can. No you F rid ay-fa c't-frying-p an it was to save us all 
from whipping, or a worse shame ; for let your Rogueship 
1260 understand, that this reprieve is counterfeit and made by me, 
your ordinary pasport maker, that should have lost an ear at 
Salisbury, and another at Northampton ; the truth is we must 
leave London, for if the Protector get us under his protection, 
we shall all go Wcstvs'ard for this warrant. 
1265 Had, — Let's turn Gypsies again then, and go about a 

fortune -telling, 'tis in good request again now. 

Can. That's the smooth foot path up Holborn, no Inch 
there's an odde fellow snufFeis i' the nose, that shows a motion 
about Bishopsgate, we'le wheel about by Ratliff and get to his 
1270 lodging, see shews for a fortnight, till Strowd's nine dales 
wonder of hanging be past, to let us use his motion, which 
done the boy shall turn girle, thou as I have done already, 
wash off that Cj>-psie- colour, and be doorkeeper with the hoy, 
my self with a half vizzard will describe, and thus we'le live 
1275 like young Emperors, 

Had. Canbee I'le chronicle thee for this conceit. Snip thou 
shilt have good purchase of the Wenches in the throng. 

Snip. And if I snip not off their Purses then call me 

crack. Ex, 

F Enter 
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^ Enter Gloster, Sir Walter Playnsey and his Son, Captain 
Westford. Enter Old Strowd to the Gallows, with 
the Hangman, and Officers, 
1280 Glost, Strowd I am sorry for this heavy sight. 

And by the dread command of my liege Lord, 

I come to witness 'twixt the world and you 

What state you dye in, how yon will dispose 

Your lands, your goods and debts now forfeited, 
1285 These he restores thee, yet whilst thou has life 

To give unto your son, your friends, or wife. 
Old Stro, I humbly thank his royal Majesty, 

Wishing long happiness to him and you : 

But with your favour my good Lord Protector 
1290 I still deny I am a Murtherer, 

I kiird Sir Robert Westford in fair fight ; 

Our quarrel rising from open wrong. 

He offered to his neece the Lady Momford. 
Glost. All that was certified his Majesty, 
1295 But prethee hear me Strowd, Death's fleshless hand 

elapsing the wretched palms of endless woe. 

Hath made a circle, and thy soul's the Center, 

From which by neither power, prayers, or tears. 

If thou dye desperate she can be freed. 
i3oo Old Stro. My Lord I do beseech ye pardon me. 

The worl'd believes that I have murder'd Westford, 

Or since abus'd his body being dead. 

And shaming at my savage guiltiness. 

Have hurrd it in some well not to be found ; 
i3o5 Is this the matter that I should confess ? 

Glost, It is good Strowd in that make clear thy Soul. 

Old Stro, He whose pure blood turns scarlet sins to snow, 

Forgive me all my faults and Westford's death : 

But if I ever wrong'd him being dead, 
1 3 10 Or mov'd him from the place whereon he fell. 

Not far off from this place where I must fall, 

I ask Heavens anger on me, for his grace, 

And I can say no more concerning that. 

Glost, Enough what sayes thou about Momford's lands. 
i3i5 Old Stro. I say, seeing the King of his good grace 

Hath given me all my lands, my debts, and goods, 

I 
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I give lOO marks, and all the deeds. 
Unto the Lady Elizabeth his Daughter, 
And Captain Wtst/ord, in whom I put all trust, 
i32o Be careful! that the Lady be not wrong'd. 
Cap. West. I wanant you Mr. Strowd. 
Glosi, How mean'st thou to dispose of all thine own? 
Old Siro. I have a will drawn at my house in Harling, 
And I coniirin that for my Testament. 
i325 Glost Are you pleas'd that will shall be perform'd, 

Old Sft'fl., Heaven's will be done. 
But I would fain have seen mine unkind Son. 
Glost. Tarry a little Executioner. 

Enter Tom Strowd, and Swash. 
Y. Slro. Hold, hold, hold, let him alone you cross legg'd har 
i33o tichoak, touch him and thou dare. 

Swash. Hold Hangman and thou be'st a man, hold for the 
Kings advantage. 

Glost. What are these trow? 

Y. Slro. Two Sir that come not without their cards Ihope, 
i335 Father you have a simple fellow to your Son you see, come 
who's the shreeve here haw. 

Old Playit. I do supply his place. 

Y. Stro. Do ye so, then heie's a Mittimus to repreeve my 
father back again to the Gaol, or a repreeval what do you call 
1340 it, it's my Lord Cardinal's, and my Lord Protectors own 
hands, and seals ; 1 assure you Sir. 

Glost. Proud Winchesters and mine, that's strange, let's see it, 
Sn'osh. It is not so sfa-ange as true Sh", there it is. 
Glost. Is this j-our Son Strowd} 
1345 Old Stro. I my gi-acious Lord. 

y. Stro 'Tis the more shame for my Mother else, 
Glost. Where had you this repreeve? 

Y. Stro. Of an honest Gentleman Sir, one that can do any 
reasonable matter with my Lord Protector, 
i35o Sii'osh. I truly Sir he is one, as honest a Gentleman as 

Canbee. 

Glost. It may be so, for I know one Franch Canbei, 
He serv'd sometimes Bewford the Cardinal, 
.The commonst cosening Knave in all this Land. 
i355 Swash. I, I that's he Sir, that's he. 
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Y. Stro. As God mend me 'tis the ver>' same man, but 
all's one for that, he has plaid the kind Gentleman with me, 
and as God save me, and Swash had not been rob'd this mor- 
ning of loo pound, 1 had paid him well for his pains too Sir. 
l36o Glost. S^fOfL'rf turn your self to Heaven these hopes are vain, 

And young SfriWi'rf as you hope to have our favour 
After 3our leather's death, I charge you seek 
That Caiibee forth that forg'd you this repreeve. 

Y, Slro. How after my father's death, — I hope it is not 
l365 come to that now? after all this charge. 

Old Stro. Sirrah you, ever chuse yon such sure Mates, 
My Lord Protector pray be good to him. 

y. Slro. \ay pray you my Lord be good to my father, 
and turn him 'ore the Ladder. 
1370 Sti'tub. — is this my Lord Erector? 

Y. Stro. How's that my Lord Protector, and jou be my 

Lord Protector, I pray do but set yoiu" hand to this Bill, and 

as God save me, and ere ye come into Norfolk, I'le do you 

twenty times as good a turn as the hanging of my father 

1375 comes to, pray you my Lord. 

Swas/i. Do my good. Lord Erector, and Su'osh and his 
Buckler shall be at your service. 

Old Stro. Peace, peace, your idle prate, Heaven's peace 
Must be my comfort in adversity. 
i38o Y. Slro. Swash what shall become of me now, I nere dare 

go down into Norjolk again, every clown will brave me, and 
bid me go to London, and be hang'd as my father was. 

Sn'osh. I, and they'll bid Swash swing in an Halter as his 
old Master did. 

Eiitfr old Momford lead in by Bess Momford. 
i385 Momf. Some good man bring me to an Officer. 

It may be a blind wretch may save a subject. 

Su.<ask. Master, here's a blind man come to see \-our father 
hang'd. 

\.Stro. How a blind man see him hang'd? that were 
1390 strange indeed Si^msh. 

Old Playn. What would that aged man, and that fair Maid ? 
Swash. I hope she comes to beg my old Master from the 
Gallows. 

Y. Slro. No Swash She should have come in her Smock, 

i3q5 and then a 

Swash. 
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Swash. It may be it is not clean Master. 
Momf. I heard the people murmur near my house, 
A little Cottage yonder on the Green, 
That there was come an antient man to die, 
1400 For killing of a Knight last afternoon, 

If it be so, the Knight lives, and no doubt 
Will be recovered of his dangerous wounds. 
Giost. Where is he father? 
Momf. Yonder in my Cottage. 
1405 Swash. O brave. Master he sayes the Knight's in his 

Godpiece. 

Y. Stro. No in his Cottage man, thou mistakest. 
Momf. He nam'd himself but now, and sent us forth, 
To know the truth, and he comes after us, 
14.10 As well as his green wounds will give him leave, 

Y. Stro. I many Swash, here's a good old man, and a 
goodly Mother, brings news for the nonce, — I wo'd not for 
all the Bullocks in Norfolk, th'ad fain out, that my father had 
fain off. 
1415 Glosi. Let Sirowd come down, I hope Sir Rohert lives. 

And if he do, believe me I'le reprove 
This over rash proceedings for Slrowd's death. 

Old Play H. May it please your grace, 'twas Sessions the 
last day, 
1420 Sirowd granted he had kill'd him, Jndgement past, 
And my Sons wife the Daughter to Sii" Robert, 
Hasten'd (with tears) the execution. 

Enter Sir Robert Westford. 
SjiJask. Yonder he comes Master, come you had like to 
made a fine piece of work here, are you a Knight and can 
1425 fight no better. 

Sir Rob. Health to my gracious Lord the Duke of Glister. 
Glost. I am glad Sir Robert Westford of yoiu- health. 
How do you feel your wounds? 

Sir Rob. May it please your grace, Ihope they will do well, 
1430 This good old man, and this fair-comming Maid, 
Next under Heaven preserv'd me from, death. 

Glost. Be tbankfull to them then, and hear ye young Strowd, 
Consider this poor man, and that fair Maid. 

Y. Stro. Consider her, — I consider well enough, siijah 
1435 Swash methinks it is the prettiest Mother that ere man's eyes 
look't on. 

Glosi. Sir Walter Playnsey take Sirowd to your house, 

F3 His 
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His pardon shall be sent yqu ere you dine, 
So upon Sureties let him be discharged, 
1440 But hear you young Strowd, see you find out Canbee, 
Or at my hands never expect a favour. 

Y. Stro, Yes my Lord I'le find him or it shall go hard, 

vesdiness Swash I am mightily smitten in love with yonder 

Mother, and I ha not a swelling burning feavour, in every 

1445 member wo'd I might nere stir, — yonders Mr. Playnsey has 

all the talk with her, and yet hee's no Batchelar. 

Swash. Cannot you go and take her away from him, I co'd 
do it my self Master. 

Y. Stro, He go to 'em, Tie try, 
1450 Goddeen to your Sir. 

Swash. Pish you are no body Master, let me alone I have 
a device to get him away, and then do you sease upon the 
Wench : follow me Master. 

Y. Stro, O brave Swash e' faith. 

Enter a Messenger. 
1455 Glost. Now Sir your news ? 

Mess. The haughty Cardinal 
Taking advantage of your being from home, 
Hath with a crue of his Confederates, 
Beset St. Johnses, and with all his force 
1460 Assayls to wrong the Lady Ellemr, 
And steal her forth the Castle. 

Glost. Is't possible, that this proud Priest dares offer 
violence 

Unto my Troth-plight Ellenor ? 
1465 Mess. 'Tis too true my Lord. 
Glost. Where is he now ? 
Mess. Rid to the Court my Lord. 
Glost. And thither Gloster doth intend to fly. 
As swift as quickest speed will give him leave. Ex. Glost. 

1470 Old Stro. Come Sir you'll seek those Cozeners, 

No doubt those copes-mates had my 100 pound. 
And do you hear, take your companion with you. 
Go and seek them, or for your own part never see my fate : 
But as for you that trust to every slave, 
1475 Wasting my goods, nay jesting out my life. 
By false repreeves, and such base practises. 
Walk, pack, sink, swim, pine, perish, look not on me, 

Till 



The Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green. 



Till you have found those that have Cony-catch't you. 

Y. Slro. Heark hither Swash, and it had not been for a 
1480 blemish to the name of the Slrot^ids, wo'd we had made an end 
of this brawling at the Gallows, and then thou should'st a 
seen whether I wo'd a kept such a coyi for a little pawltry 
loss or no, I warrant thee he ha not the honesty, to cast thee a 
Noble towards the healing of thy crack't Crown, yet every one 
1485 sayes he gave that ill-fac't knave the Hangman five, or six 
pound. 

Sjhos/i. I that was to buy him a better face Mr. But give him 
good words, you know the old man is kind euough. 

Y. Slro. I as any Corssen creature, hee's won with a 
1490 Apple, and lost again with a nut, but come Swash we'll go 
seek out those Cony-catchers, and eie I catch them, — I'le 
make them pay soundly all for their rogueiy. 
Exeunt young Strowd and Swash. 
Old Playn. Sir Robert will you shake hands with Mr. 
Strowd. 
1495 Sir Rob. Well he may have my hand but not my heart, 

Srowd thou didst wound me, yet thou didst it well, 
No more, I'le think on't till my dying day, 
rie sit upon your skirts before, I will. 
Capt. West. Oh Uncle have patience. 
i5oo Sir Rob. You are an Agent for the Child of Momford, 

I pray you Sir Walter Playnsey make good Bonds, 
That Strowd abuse me not, look to't I pray. 

Old Playn. I warrant you Sir Robert I'le be sure 
Of such security as you shall like. 
i5o5 OldStro. Come Captain Westford, you shall have the Deeds 
Concerning Momford's lands past unto you. 

Cap. West. I had rather Sir you kept them in your hand. 
Old Stro. Well as you please, yet walk with us I pray. 
You brought me to the Gallows, bring me back : 
i5io Father farewell, farewell good gentle maid, 
I'le test your Debtor till some other time ; 
But 'twas sir Robert's kindness to reveal his name, 
Else Hangman you had had this home-spun suit, 
But Heaven be thank't I keep it for my Son, 
i5i5 I hope to driue him from his silken humour. 

Cap. West. Come good Mr. Strowd will you go ? 
OldStro. Gallows farewell, Sfroaiifjheart is blithe and bold, 
Having escap'd thy danger being thus old. 

Ex. 
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Exeunt old Strowd, Cap. Westford, aud old Playnsey. 

S»VJ?ii6. Aplague of this blind slave, and that base drab, 
i520 Else hadst thou hang'd ere I had been discover'd, 
And on mj- tongue a mischief, that reveal'd 
Our purpose in the plot oi Momfords fall, 
But I ha't now, I am resolv'd, hear you Son Playnsey, 
I pray you give that Maid a mark in gold, 
i525 And Father 1 must crave a word with thee. 

Y. Ptayn. Fair Maid besides his offer taie this Gold, 
Bess. I pray you pardon me, for all the world 
I would not do my soul that injuiy. 

Y. Playii. Divine immortal, all my Souls delight, 
i53o Bfss. Salute me not with such vain Epithite. 
I am wretched, mortal, miserable, poor, 
But howsoever base, I'le be no whore. 

. y. Playn. Wilt thou be then my wife, for she is dead. 
Bess. It's much unlike, 
i535 A Gentleman of your worth will vouchsafe, 
A Beggars Daughter to your Bridal bed. 

Y. Playn. By Heaven I will if thou w It grant me love, 
rie answer you another time tind Sir, 
My father hath no Nurse, no Wife, no childe, 
1540 No servant but my self, and he is blind. 

Y. Playn. Heark in thine ear one word. 
Sir Roh. I, I, I, I do remember such a tale I told thee. 
Come hither good son Playttsey thou shalt hear it. 
Last night at my first dressing I was Lunatick, 
1545 Mad that I was hurt, more than of the hurt, 
And in my ravening fit told this old fool. 
That thou, and I did practise Momford's fall. 
Now this old Asse believing 1 said true, 
Comes with my Conscience, bids me advise, 
l55o And goes about to make a matter on't. 

Ha, ha, old fool, go, go, go to thy prayers. 
Thou hadst need of eyes to keep thy Daughter honest. 
I guess thy cottage be a brothell house, 
Talk'st thou of Momfords fall and of my madness, 
i555 Momf. I do beseech ye hear me for Heaven's sake. 

Sir Rob. Tut, tut, do not tell mc of Heaven, or Hell, 
Prate not, I'le send the now and then a peny, 

But 
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But if thou tittle tattle tales of me, 
rie clap thee by the heels, and whip thy Daughter, 
i56o Turn thee to the wide world, and let thee starve. 
Come come son Plainsey let the Knave alone. 
Keep's tongue, and keep his friend, else he gets none. 
Bess. My Father Sir had pity of your wounds. 
Sir Rob. Peace Huswife. I have paid him for his pains. 
i565 Come son away, and old man hold your tongue, 

Remember this old saw, As men aie friended, Ex. Sir Rob. 
So either right or wrong their sutes are ended, ami Y. Playn. 
Momf. Oh miserable age ! 
Bess. Oh wretched youth ! 
iSyo Momf. Oh times corrTipl by men for want of truth I 

Bess, What ailes my father ? 
Momf. Why exclaims my Daughter ? 
Bess. Playnsey the perjui"'d, he that did deride me, 
He that did marry Wesiford's only Daughter, 
1575 Courts me again to be his Concubine. 
Momf. Does he then know thee ? 
Bess. He makes show he doth not. 
Momf. Oh do not trust him Girl, Westford and he 
Are all compos'd of guile and subtilty. 
i58o Alas that this fair world, by sin deform 'd. 
Should bear upon her bosome such a shape 
As Westford is ; last night expecting death 
Terror dwelt on his heart, which forc'd him tell 
With tears and lamentations his foul facts, 
i585 No sooner had he any hope of health. 

But he conspir'd the faultless death of Strowd, 
And would not have come forth, had not we been, 
But till the man had dy'd kept close within. 
Now he denies a deed as clear as day, 
i5go Threatens poor want, and low-trod poverty 
Must not resist men in authority ; 
Come lead me in, I would my dales were done, 
Since vice layes baits which vertue cannot shun. Exeunt. 

Mustek. 
G ACT 
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ACT IV. 



Enter Tom Strowd and Swash. 

Y. Stro, TTTOw's this, shall I see all Normtch in the comer 

tSgS 1 I of a little Chamber? I had as lieve thou 

hadst told me Charing cross stood in Cheapside, and all one. 

Swash, And you will not believe me you shall see it your 

self, 'tis in this house, 'tis called a motion : there's first the 

Master of the motion, then the Master's Mate, the Mate's 

1600 Consort, the Consort's Cabin-fellow, the Cabin-fellows Hangby, 

the Hangby's Man, the Man's Boy, the Boy's Page, the Page's 

Wench, and all these live upon the motion. 

y. Stro. This is old excellent y' faith ; come, and I had but 
one cross in the world to bless me with I' de see it ; go you 
l6o5 afore Swash and shew me thither. 

Enter Snip like a Wench drest up. 
Swash. Do you see yon Wench Master? she is Door-kee- 
per, I have given her earnest to enter her soberly, and pass 
through her quarters at my pleasure. 

Y. Stro. Is this she? how now pretty Mother? what Gam- 
1610 balls hast ta ? canst thou describe them ? sen ye ? 

Snip. Not I Sir, the Master of the Motion can Sir. 
y. Stro. Go call him out then, — What's he? is he asham'd 
to shew his face trow? or is it the fashion trow ye ? what Gam- 
balls have ye here now? ha? 

Enter Canbee and Hadland disguised. 
161 5 Can. Why This is Strowd that I fetc'd over with the coun- 

terfeit Repreeve, but 'tis no matter, wee'U out-face him. Gent- 
lemen the first conceit you are to see is Tumbling. 

y. Stro. Stumbling, What stumbling? I think the fellow 
be straught. 
1626 Had. Sir he means Tumbling, and feats of Activity. 

y. Stro. Why man that's as stale as Bancks curtal, 
there were a sort of Tumblers at Windham fair last 
week, and they have made that so stale in Norfolk 
and Suffolk, that every wench is turn'd Tumbler, and ye 

ba 
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i6a5 ha no better matters ye lose my custome I can tell ye Sirs. 

Can. You shall likewise see the famous City ai Norwitch, 
and the stabbing of Julius desar in the French Capitol by a 
sort of Dutch Mesapotamians. 

Y. Stro. How the French Capitol ! nay I remember Tally's 

i63o Offices sayes the Capitol that Ciesar was stah'd in was at Rome. 

Can. Impute the gross mistake to the fault of the Author; 

you shall likewise see the amorous conceits and Love songs 

betwixt Captain Pod of Py-corner, and Mrs. Rump of Ram~alley, 

never described before. 

i535 Swash, (iood Master let's see Mrs. Rwmp of Ram-alley. 

Y. Stro. How? Captain Pod and Mrs. Raiap} — L think 
this snufling slave flouts us ; then j''faith let's see the sawing 
of the Devil with a wooden saw.' 

Can. Or if it please j'ou shall see a stately combate betwixt 
1640 Tamherlayn the Great, and the Duke of Guyso the less, per- 
form'd on the Olympick Hills in France. 

■ Y. Siro. France? — Thou speakest all French to me; but 
off with this snuffling French Mask, and speak in your English 
voyce, or as God sa me I'll beat thy nostrils as flat as a pancake, 
1645 or a barly froyes. 

Had. Alas Sir, the Gentleman has got a mischance lately, 
and broke his Brow, that makes him wear a Visard. 

Y. Sim. Dost tell me on his Brow? what car'd I and he 
had broke his Neck, I'll have it off; what are you the Master 
i65o of the Motion ? — I am glad I know it ; Staash look thee here's 
Canby that cosen'd me with the false Eepreeve. 

Swash. And here's the slave Snip that ran away with your 
Sword in a Wenches Petticoat ; we'll spoyle your motion now 
we have ye. 
i655 Had. I beseech you good Master Sn'osh. 

Swash. What Gypsie ? are you turn'd Jugler? I'll tickle you. 
Can. Heark ye Mr. Slrowd. 

Had. Mr. Smash as you ever came of a woman ^ 

Si^'osk. Let me never come off a woman while I live again 

1660 if I do not terrifie you, I'll motion you, I'll murther your 

Tamberlayu and his Coatch-horses, I'll stab your Cesar, I'll 

ravish your Rump, I'll pepei' ;-our Pod, I'll powder your 

Motion, j-our Norwitch shall down, I am fire, and I'll consume 

your Motion in a twinkling. Exit with Snip. 

i665 Y. Stro. Do Swash, and let me alone with these till thou 

come again. 
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Harf. Mr. Slro. For mine own part I protest unto you I 
love you as dear as the heart in my bosom, and protest unto 
you it went to the very soul of me to hear how that slave 
3 Canbee, like a Gypsy, cosen'd you of a sattin suit. 

Y. Stro. How? how's this, was he the Gj'psle that cosen'd 
mc of my suit? 

Can. Jack y'are a Gypsie ; believe him not Mr. Strowd, he 

has been prov'd perjur'd, the slave will fight with his own 

5 Father for a Jack of Beer, and kill a sucking Infant for a pint 

of Wine, and wheie he sayes 1 cosen'd you of your suit, 'twas 

his damn'd counsel! that SieasA was rob'd yesterday of the lool. 

Had. Mr. Strm'd, by this hollow tooth that shall tear that 

slaves Nose like a piece of Swines flesh, 'twas he that rob'd 

3 liim, and counterfeited the Repreeve ; indeed 1 must confess 

I had my share; some I have spent, the rest is here, take it 

Mr. Stroti'd, and think of honest Jack Hadlatid as he deser\'es. 

Can. I must give him some to; Mr. Slrowd there's 20 I. 

towards your losses, because I would not have my reputation 

! come in question afore the Protector, nor seem to stain my 

Lord Cardinal's cioath; there should be an old Harry Angel 

amongst it, lend it me to swear by a little. 

Y. Sfro. Not one of them and there were a hundred of 'em. 
Can. Let me be torn into mammocks with wilde Bears if I 
> make not a gallemaufry of thy heart, and keep thy Skull for 
my quaffing bowl you base cheating Slave. 

Y. Slro. — I-lere's the old Proverb right. When false 
Theeves fall out, true men come to their own ; but say I should 
take this 40 1. in part of payment, what security shall I have 
5 to get the rest? for my Father has vow'd nere to take me for 
his Son, till I get his mony again, or see you at the Gallows. 
Can. Are you fain out with your father.'' fall in with us 
belter shelter, you shall fare no worse than we do. 

Y. Stro. — Man, what wouldst thou have me to turn 
) Cony-catcher? 

Can. Oh Sir, your only bravest life that can be. 
Y. Stro. — 1 think it were not amiss, for 1 ha seen Wheat 
and Barley grow amongst cockell and darnell, and many an 
honest man keep Knaves company; How now Swask, what 
S hast thou done ? 

Enter Swash and Snip. 
Swash. I have confounded their Motion, beleaguer'd their 
Castle, 



The BUnd-Beggar of Bedn all-Green. 



+7 



Castle, batter'd down the Walls, and talten Tamberlayn the 
bloods Prisoner in a pursute, to the utter undoing of all 
Motion-Monger and Pupp it-players. 
1710 Y. Stro. 'Tis well done Swash, but wotts thou what man? 
I am turn'd Cony-catcher since thou wentst. 
S!..'ash. Cony-catcher ? the Devill you are ? 
Y. Stro. Yes y'faith Swash, and if thou wou't do one thing 
for me now, I'll teach thee to conycatch too when I come 
i7i5 into Norfolk. 

Swash. On that condition Master HI do it what ere it be. 

Y. Slro. Do but go thy waies to MiU-e»d-Qreen to my 

fathers lodging at the 3 Colts, & do but tell him I cannot find 

these fellows yet, but as soon as I do meet with them, teil 

1720 him he shall hear from me. 

Swash. Y'es Sir, I'll go tell him you are with 'em, but you 
bid me say you could not find 'em. 

Y. Stfo — By no means Sivash, then thou marr'st all, tell 
him I cannot find 'em, make a lye for me now, I'll make two 
1725 for thee another time. 

Sn'osh. Well on this condition you'll teach me to cony, I 
am content to lye for you. Ex. Swash. 

Y. Slro. Do so ; Now Sirs, what course will you take, that 
1 may come by the rest of my mony? 
1730 Can. Tush we have 100 1. tricks when we want cash one 

amongst us undertakes the name and habit of some swashing 
Italian or French Noble-man at least, the rest in Liveries 
attending, then we come and sojourn at some honest Gentle- 
mans house, till we have eat him out of house and home in 
1735 diet, and wore his credit out at elbows with taking up commo- 
dities at his Merchants, m hope to have ail his mony at a day, 
before which day we give him the slip, and to escape pursute 
attire our selves like Gypsies, Pedlars, Tinkers, or such like 
disguise; how like you this? 
1740 Y. Slro. This is old excellent y'faith; well I see I might 

a kept company wilh honest men all the dales a my life ere 
I should a learn'd half this Knaverj' : but heark my Masters, 
yonder's the Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green has the prettiest 
Mother to his Daughter as a man need to lay his leg over, now 
1745 if all the wit in your heads can but get her to be my wife, I 
sho'd think my mony every penny better bestowed than other. 
Can. You shall have Sir her. 

y. 5^0. Shall, why well said; comethenmy mad Viragoes I 
G3 have 
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have spent many a gray groat of honest swaggerers, and tear- 
lySo Plackets in my daies that I never drunk for, and now 111 turn 
swaggerer my self. Til keep you company and't be but to keep 
you honest, true men I cannot, for there's nere a finger on 
your hands but is as bad as a lime twig, 111 do my good will, 
and I can bring ye to any goodness, then say God a mercy 
1755 honest Tom Strowd of Har ling. 

Can. Thou shalt be our chief Captain amongst us. 
Y. Stro. How your Captain ? — Til make all split then, 
come mv hearts. Exeunt • 

Enter old Momford and sits doum, to kirn Bess Momford. 
Bess. Father, dear father succour me from shame, 
1760 Young Mr. Playnsey is entered our house, 

Hath shut the fore-door up, detains the keys, 
And swears to kill me, if I do not yield 
To his abhorrid and intemperate lust, 
Help me good father o're the Garden pale, 
1765 That I may call for succour on the Green. 

Momf. No Daughter, sit thee down, sit down by me, 
I call you Daughter, being your own desire, 
If you be nobly born as you report, 
Why should you to escape your own distress 
1770 Leave me poor man alone, and comfortless ? Enter Y. Playn, 
Bess, He comes ! 

Momf. Let him, sit down, sit down I say. 
Bess. O how shall I escape reproach this day ? 
Momf. Peace, heaven may give my byzon'd eyes their light, 
1775 Stretching these crooked limbs strait and upright. 

F. P/a)'« . Art thou fled hither? thinkest thou his weak strength 
Can free thee ? come, why should this frostj'^ ice 
Clasp his cold arms about thy flowring spring ? 
Nay strive not Bayard, if ye do, by Heaven 
1780 ni draw my Rapier, and with one thrust 
Send thee to Charon as a Passenger : 

Momf. Oh, I am feeble, pray ye hurt me not, 
If it be true, as I have heard it told 
You maried lately with Sir Roberts Daughter. 
1785 Y. Playn. Father, I hate her, and she scorneth me, 

She pules, she sighs, she pines, she leaves her meat. 
She flies my Bridal-bed, she bans, she raves 
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That ere her father forc'd her to be mine. 
Btss. Good Sir comfort her. 
o y. Playn. Comfott thou me, and I will comfort her. 

Bess. I will not yield consent to such a sin, 
I scorn to be a Princes Concubine. 

Y. Playn. Wilt thou be then my wife ? 
Bess. No, I have sworn 
5 To dye as pure a Maid as I was born. 
Mom/. How can she be your Wife? 
Y. Siro. My wife will die. 
Mmnf. Tariy that time, 
Y. Playn. All lingering 1 defie. 
Old man I'll make thee happy by thy grant ; 
Fair Maid thou shalt be blest in thy consent; 
Deny mc and I'll turn a Tereus 
Murder thy Father, then cut out thy tongue, 
Deform thy beauty with the hand of wrath, 
5 Lastly make spoyl of thy Virginitj-, 
Then leave thee wretched ; where if now thou yield, 
'Gainst all reproach and wrong I'll be thy shield. 
Bess. Help me good Father. 
Y. Playn. Bid a sere dry'd Eeed 
3 Oppose his sapless strength 'gainst a green Oak, 
See me, I am all youth, all love, all beauty, 
Thou beautious, lovely, youthfull, 'tis thj' duty 
To love thy like, which duty if thou shun, 
My hate thy beautious youth shall overturn. 
5 Momf. Good Sir stand but aside a little while ; 
I do remember since ray self was young 
The strong effects of lust; both she and I 
Must yield to your desire. 
Bess. I'll rather dye. 
3 Momf. Nay say not so, listen to me my Child. 

Y. Playn. I marry father if thou canst perswade her 
I'll make thee rich, and one day mary her. 

Momf. Fear nothing Child, but use him gently. 
And I will lit his hot lust presently. 
j Y. Playn. Come, what resolve you ? either yield or dy 

Momf Sir I commit my Daughter to your hands, 
But I beseech you woo her with fau words. 



Tke Bliad-Beggar of Bednall-Green. 



She may without compulsion yield at last ; 

I'll in and weep, for what can I do more? 

i83o You're rich and strong, and I am week and poor. 

Y. Playn. Hold Father, take that Gold to comfort thee. 
Monif. For mony few men now shun infamy. 
Bess. Ohme, do you forsake me ! 
Momf. I a while I do, 
i835 But Playnsty I'll anon he even with you. Ex. Momf. 

Y. Playn. Now prettie Virgin how are you resolv'd? 
Bess. I yield, yet though I yield I bend my knees, 
And ere my spotless Virgin shape I leese Knteh. 

Let me delate the many miseries — 
1840 Y. Playn. Come do not stain thy lilly cheeks with tears. 

Nor fashion to thy self a form of dread. 
Thou talk'st of loss of shape, a fair Lass bears 
A shape as goodly in lost Maiden-head, 
And far more lovely; then with smiling grace, 
1845 They boldly look upon a Lovers face, 

Try once, then be assur'd thoul't not refuse, 
Hadst thou a hundred Maiden-heads to lose, 

B ss. Impious temptation! I defie thee Vlaynsey, 
Setting my weak strength to resist thy lust; 
i85o Oif with thy poysonous hands, help, help me Heaven, 
E«tcr Momford like a Serving-man. 
Momf. But a poor earthly man guided by Heaven 
Will keep thee from this deed, hatefull as Hell ; 
Piaynsey forbear as thou respects thy life. 

Y. Playn. Thou Autum-shaken leaf, thou bare Anatomic, 
i855 Thou wither'd Elder-pith, thou shape of death. 
Sent by that blind exorcist to disturb 
The pleasures that young Piaynsey' s heart affects. 
Vanish, I know thou art but lither Ayr, 
Thy hand fell lightly on me like-thin smoak 
i860 That is disperc'st amongst the spreading clowds. 

Jl/dtn/.Whatmak'stthonmeaGhostPcome take thy weapons, 
Thou shalt soon try I am both flesh and bone. Ftght, Piaynsey 
Y. Playn. Hold VOlain hold ! is down. 

Momf. No Boy, I am a Man, 
i865 Uncle to that wrong'd Maid, the Blind-mans brother, 
Who quaking sits within mourning his Child ; 

Art 



The Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green. 5i 

Ar t not asham'd? no thou art impudent, 

Westford and you are flesh't in villanies ; 

Think on your plot about the banished Momford, 
1870 If you'll repent it I will use you well ; 

Make means that Momford may be proved clear, 

As you know best his harmless innocence. 

And on a Souldiers word I do protest 

Momford shall make your peace, and sue your pardon. 
1875 y. Playn, What dost thou mean? whafs this thou talk'st 

to me ? 

Momf I talk of Treason, rapine, slander, wrong ; 

Go get thee to Sir Robert, hee's hard by, 

I saw him walking up along the Green ; 
1880 Stand not to talk, if thou accept my offer 

ril be a faithfull servant in this business, 

Presers'^e your credits, and confer with you ; 

If not, resolve on this. Til to the King, 

And there accuse you of this haynous wrong. 
i885 y . Playn. Wilt thou stay here untill I fetch Sir Robert ? 

Momf, I will. Go Maid, help the old man to bed, Ex. PL 

Hee's shrewdly frighted by this violence. 

Bess. What reverend man art thou ? or Angel rather. 

That speak'st these wonders of my banish'd father? 
1890 Momf Go honorable Maiden, Momford's Heir, 

A little help the old weak blinded man. 

That weeping sits within, trembling for dread 

Lest Playnsey had thy chast youth injured. 

Help him, and then Til tell thee many wonders. 
1895 Bess. To hear but one word of my fathers weal, 

ril undergo all work, all pain, all toyl. Ex. Bess. 

Momf Poor Girl, how glad she is to hear the voyce 

Of Momford' s honor .^ with what nimble speed 

She hyes to help a shadow, there s no beggar, 
1900 No poor blind man, that wants her comforting ; 

I wonder what she'ill think, when she shall find 

Only a staff, a scrip, a gown, a bonnet. 

And nere a body to make use of them .'^ Enter Bess. 

She comes, and is amazed as she comes. 
1905 Bess. Where is the blind man I beseech you Sir ? 

Alone I find his garments in his Chair, 

H Do 
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Do not amaze me, tell me where he is ? 
Momf, He is within fair Maid. 
Bess, Aged man, 
1910 I should give credit to your milk-white hairs ; 
Tell me, O tell me, why within a Chair 
The case is left ; are you a Conjuror, 
Where is the blind man that I calFd my father ? 
Momf. I am no Conjuror, stay here but a while, 
191 5 And I will bring the blind-man to thy sight, 
Stay here, look on this clowdy Element, 
And ril produce him to your hearts content. Ex, Momf, 

Bess, Alas where am I ! sure this Beggars Cell 
Is a base Cottage to betray my honor ; 
1920 I took him at the first to be a Comforter, 
But now I see he is expert in shapes : 
But why should I dispraise him ? he did free 
My body from vild Playnseys luxuiy. 
Methinks he has been all my Joy to me, 
1925 Why should there now arise this difference ? 

Enter Momford like a Beggar, 
Momf, Daughter where are you ? 
Bess, Pray where is your brother ? 
Momf, I have no Brother, no kin but one Daughter. 
Bess, Hee's an Inchanter sure, his waies Til shun. 
1930 Momf, Daughter where are you ? 1 conjure you Child 

By the true honor of old Momford's name. 
By Momford' s faith, that was by fraud exil'd. 
You would not let his honor die in shame. 

Bess, Help me ye powers, that give all Mortals power, 
1935 To scape this heavy and too troublous hour. 
Spirit avoid me, or if thou be no spirit 
Surely it is a damn'd Magicion. 
Fly me, thou alter*st shapes, I do not love thee. 

Momf, Thou dost ; see here the Gold thou sent'st thy father, 
1940 When I, even I my self brought these fair Arms 

To wicked Westford's Gate ; poor Child be not amaz'd, 
I am thy Father Momford, by trayterous practise banished. 

Bess. Ah me, that I have liv'd so long unknown, 
I still had such a hope. 
1945 Mom, Fair Child forbear. 
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I know Sir Robert Westford, and this Playns^, 
Or one of them at least, will come forthwidi ; 
Say you the blind man is in his bed sick, 
And call me Uncle ; come, bo comforted, 
igSo Our sum of honor in despight of guile 

Shall brightly shine in England's Hemisphere, 
We have been clowded long, but mauger hate. 
Truth will advance desert to honor's state. Exmnt. , 

Enter Sir Robert Westford, Y. Playnsey, Canbee, 

Hadland, and Tom Strowd. 

Y. Playn. Dare you. trust Strowd in this same stratagem ? 

1955 Can. Tush fear him not, since his father hath given him 

over, he bath given o're all honesty and lives upon the spoyl ; 

come ye mad Rogues here's three of us, and here's 3o I. each 

■ man tato his share, and with his share his chaige ; We are all 

for this mony to cut the throat of the Blind-beggar, his Bro- 

1960 ther, and his Daughter. 

Y. Stro. How ? cut their Throats ? — I'll see ye hang'd first. 

Can. Jack thou and I will keep quarter at this end of the 

Green, and Waylay the old spruce Serv'ing-man, he shall be 

our share, and Tom Strowd thou shalt ]y at this corner for the 

ig65 wench, for this way she comes unto the Conduit-bead for 

water, she falls to thee. 

Had. And fall thou to her, and ye can but agree of price. 
Y, Stro. Nay let me alone for falling upon the Wench I 
warrant ye. 
1970 Can. Mr. Playnsey and Sir Robert do you keep about the 

old Mans Cottage, and when you see his Daughter gone knock 
out his Brains with his Crutches ; thus have you heard your 
several charges ; ever)' man to his' Court of Guard, and keep 
fair quarter. 
1975 Sir Rob. Plotted with good discretion; Son Playnsey 

1 like it well, that you and I go walk 
Near to this Cottage, for it much concerns us 
To see this Beggar dead, upon whose breath 
Proud slander sits to blemish our good names, 
igSo And blast our honest reputations; 

Shake hands and part inhope when next we meet, Ex.SirRob.S- 
Their deaths shall lay all danger at our feet. Can. tS* Had. 

Y. Plavn. Pray heaven it may; a word good Mr. Stroiod. 
Although you had in charge to kill the Maid, 

Hi I 
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1985 I do intreat you use some special care 

In your attempt, and in the stead of death 
Tell her I love her dearly, and that love 
Enforced this shift : for though the Wench be poor. 
Yet in the glass of my affection 
1990 She seems right wealthy, fair and vertuous ; 

Commend me to her Strowd, and since my wife 
Hath given her latest farewell to the world, Ready Swash, 

Tell her I do intend to mary her ; 
Mean time convey her to my farm at Rederifi, 
1995 And there's 10 Angels more for thy reward : 
And be as trusty to me, as the thought 
That sleeps within my bosome, so adue, 
I trust the richest of my hopes with you. Ex» Playn, 

y. Stro, Do so, and I do not deceive you let me dye like a 
2000 Dog on a Pitch -fork ; — This is excellent, hire me to steal away 
the Wench I am in love withall my self, this comes just in the 
nick >^aith, I desire no more, but to meet her. Whose yonder 
Swash ? how now ? whither away so idiStSwash ha ? Enter Swash, 
Swash, What my young Master.^ why I am going to the 
20o5 three Colts to saddle your Fathers Gelding ; we both ride into 
Norfolk this afternoon. 

Y. Stro, — Better and better still, thou com'st as fit for the 

purpose as a Pudding for a Fryers mouth, so dost thou : I do 

but stay here to talk 3 or 4 cold words in hugger-mugger with 

2010 the Blind-beggars Daughter, and Til ride down into Norfolk 

with you ; and as God wo'd ha't, yonder comes the Mother. 

Enter Bess Momford. 
Bess, Oh what content attends this Country life ? 
Here proud Ambition's emulating eye 
Playes not the find-fault ; our thatch'd-shed is built 
2oi5 Without the reach of Treasons bloody Gripe. 

Swash, To her Master ; 'tis an old saying in our Country^, 
Long Standers are but short Doers, Wenches cannot away 
with them. 

Y. Stro, Mass Swash I think thou sayst true ; I'll to her, How 
2020 now pretty Mother, whither are you going so fast? 
Bess, Alas good Sir I am a poor man's Child, 
My Father is the Beggar of this Green, 
That lives upon good peoples charities, 

I 
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I am agoing with this earthen Pitcher 
ao25 To fetch clean water from the Conduit-head ; 

We eat the herbs that grow on the Springs brinck, 
And count the Conduit-water wholsom drink. 

Y. Slro. Nay you drink water you are no hostess for me : 
Swash. You are no hostess for me, fie, fie, I am ashamed 
2o3o of you. 

Y. Stro. Why? what should I say to her? 
Swash. What/' you should have prais'd her Uttie foot, 
Her hansome shooe belonging to't : 
And then a come to her round knee, 
2o35 And then Master to her belly. 

Y. Stro. I marry Swash, and I were there once I'dedowell 
enough : but pray thee let me alone, I'll talk to her well 
enough I warrant thee; this is to the puiposc. Wench you 
know young Mr. Playnsey? 
2040 Bess. I do remember I have seen tlie man, 

He loves my Father well; why names he Playnsey? 
I hope he'ill do me no more injury? 

Smash. Fie, fie, what have you to do with Playnsey? come 
to your own business; as thus you must come upon her, Oh 
2045 I.ady bright, pity this Knight, that in this plight is thus tor- 
mented, if you be willing, to be billing, I dare hold a shilling 
you shall be contented. 

Y. Stro. I marry Swash, this is excellent yfaith; couldst 
not thou a taught me this? but all's one Swash, I'll win her 
2o5o without these Ballads I warrant you; Well wench, to come to 
the point, there's young Playtisey loves you well, and he has 
hired me to watch for thee here, and carry thee to his Farm 
house at Rederiff^ where if he find thee, soon at night thou art 
like to lose thy Maiden-head afore morning. 
2o55 Biss. Unhappy wretch, that Playnsey sure was born 

To make our House and Family a scorn. 

Stt'osA. Shee begins to yield Master, give her not o're, to 
her again Master. 

Y.Slro. I warranttheeSffi'iisAnowI am in let me alone. Well 

2060 Wench, this is the plain English on't, and thou lovest me no 

worse than I love thee,instead of carrying thee to hisFarm-house 

XtRederiff, I'll ha thee to theChurch and mary thee, and of a poor 

Beggars Daughter, I'll make tJiee a wealthy Norfolk Yeomans 

H3 wife, 
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wife ; what sayest thou to it now sen ye ? 
2o65 Bess. Alas my Father is a poor Blind-man, 

And I am all the comfort that he has, 

I am his eyes to see, his feet to go, 

And hands to dress him, I being gone hee's left 

Eyeless, handless, footless, comfortless, 
2070 Yet if you love me as you make a show. 

Come to our Cottage : though our State be poor, 

We live content and that's a good mans store, 

Y. Stro, Lay thee Swash, I must go into her Cot-house she 

says; Well Wench, and thou wot not go with me, thou art 
2075 neVe like to see thy Father, nor his Shed more, for Mr. Playnsey 

and Sir Robert Westford has hired a couple of false Knaves to 

cut thy fathers throat, therefore and thou canst love me, say, 

and hold, go thou with Swash and raise the Town, and Til go 

back and save thy Father's life I warrant thee. 
2080 Bess, I'll go with ye, love ye, I'll do any thing so thou 

wilt save my aged Fathers life. 

Y. Stro. — Let me be hang'd like a Dog and I do not; 

Swash go you with her and raise the Town, I'll but cross o're 

the Summer lay by the Broom field o're goodman Dawson s 
2o85 Close and be with you presently; — whither art thou going? 

thou dost not hear me. 

Swash. Yes, yes, I must go by the Broom-field, I hear you 

Sir, come Wench come. 

Y. Stro, Nay since you are so forward hold, take you the 
2090 Pitcher, I'll go with her my self, — I wod not for any thing 

but I had turn'd Cony-catcher, here had been a black day with 

some body else ; come Wench, dry thine eyes, never cry for 

the matter, the worst is past, thou shalt see the case altered I 

warrant thee, I'll save thy Father's life fear not. 
2095 Swash, Oh, oh, oh, I cany the Pitclier ! there let it lye, I'll 

after them. Exeunt, • 

Enter Momford driving in Canbee and Hadland. 
Can. — I am hurt. 
Had, Hold, and thou com'st of the noble blood of the 

Trojans hold. 
2100 Momf, Nay do not think you desperate Cast-aways, 

Though time hath hid me with the rynd of Age, 

And hung his snowy livery of my face. 

Though 
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Though I am old, that I want strength to fight; 
If you be men whose fortLine's has been shak'd 
2io5 By the rough arm of want, or Servitors 

That have consum'd your living in the wars, 
I have a poor blind Brother on this Green, 
Who by the Alms of charitable men, 
And with the wealth I brought him out of France, 
aiio Hath store of Gold, and had you shown your wants 
To him or me — 

Can, I scorn to make my state known to e're a prowling 
Beggar on ye all, we know your Brother has Gold, and 'tis 
that we come for, 
21 15 Had. And we'll ha't or dye for't. 

Both. Murther, help, help. They fight. 

Enter Sir Robert Westford, and young Plasoisey. 
Sir Rob. What murder ? where's the Murderers ? 
Y. Playn. Sir Robert draw, it is my friend that's wrong'd. 
Momf. Nay I beseech your worship hold your hands, 
2120 Though I be old, I am sufficient 

To answer two far better men than these. 

Can. Sir Robert, as you are a Knight lay hold upon one, 
who was not content to rob us in the Kings high way, but 
would likewise have taken away our lives, 
2125 Y. Playn. Upon my Soul you do the fellow wrong. 

Sir Rob. Nay, nay Son Playnsey, never take his part ; 
How should the Beggar here of Bednall-Green 
Get so much wealth, as the world thinks he hath. 
And keep his minion at the Beggars house, 
3i3o But by such practices ? yield up thy weapons 
Or set upon him all, I'll answer it. 

Momf. Well, well, Sir Robert Westford, time has been 
The Blind-man and his Daughter did deseiTe 
More friendship at your hands : and Mr. Playnsey 
3i55 I could repeat, but let old matters rest. TIiqi beat 

Sir Rob. What do you brave us ? set upon the slave. Momf. 
Y. Playn. What is he gone? how did he scape our hands? 
Can. — I know not, I had a full blow at his le t leg, I had 
thought I had cut it off. Enter Tom Strowd. 

214a Tom Stro. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, Canbee\ Pray Heaven 
keep the old man from killing ere I come, and I care not. 

Can. 
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Can, What Tom Strowd? well met, whereas the Wench? is 
she safe ? 

y. Stro, Safe ! Dost thou make a question on't? I warrant 

2145 she is safe enough for telling any more tales, I am no Bunglar 

about a Wench ; but where'sthe Blind-beggar and his Brother? 

Can, The Beggar is a Devil, and his Brother liis familiar ; 

here's old Madge has bit off 100 and 5o Legs and Arms in her 

daies, and yet she could not so much as draw blood of him, 

2i5o hee's Musket-proof, or he had dyed for*t else. 

Y Playn, She is at JRederiff then, there I sent Strowd ; 
We*ll end this task, and then I'll visit her : 
But here's the Cottage, pull the Villain out, They knock, 

Hee's both a Fellon, and a Murderer. 

Enter Momford like a Beggar. 
2 1 55 Momf, What means this out-rage at a Blind mans door? 

Are Englishmen become so inhumane 
That Beggars cannot scape their violence ? 

Sir Rob, Leave this dissembling, and send forth thy Brother, 
For he hath rob'd these honest Gentlemen, 
2160 We follow'd him, and saw him .enter here. 
Therefore dispatch, and either send him out. 
Or else wee'll lock the Doors upon you both. 
And fire the rotten Cottage 'ore your ears. 

Momf, Indeed I must confess I have a Brother, 
2i65 An antient Serving-man, maym'd in the wars 
Under Lord Momfords colours. 

Y, Playn, For naming Momford run him through the heart. 
T, Stro, — Touch him he that dares ; as God sa' me I'll be 
his Priest that toucheth but a hair of him ? 
2170 Can, Strowd, I hope you do but jest with us. 

T. Stro. Jest me no jests, shall ne're be said, Tom Strowd 
of Harling stood by and saw a Blind-man murthered, therefore 
courage old Father, set thy back to mine, and cover thy head 
with thy Crutches ; I'll take up my lodging on Gods dear 
2175 ground, er'e thou shalt take any harm, for the pretty Mother 
thy Daughters sake. 

Enter old Playnsey, old Strowd, and Captain West- 
ford, Sill. Clark. 
Old Playn, How now .^ what quarrels have we here? 
Sir Robert Westford, it ill beseems a man of your estate 
To have a hand in such unlawful! riots; 

Are 
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2180 hid you there Son ? have you so soon forgot 
The timeless death of your deceased wife, 
To follow such unseemly practises ? 

Old. Stro. Ha, sest me so? dost take the blind mans part? 
Th'art a Strowd right, a Norfolk Yeoman right, 
2i85 To take part with the weakest ; Well done my Boy, 
I do forgive all matters that are past, 
For joy to see thy heart so well inclin'd. 

T. Siro. Why I thank you Father, and 1 forgive you too 
withal 1 my heart. 
2190 Sir Rob. Sir Walter Playnsey you arc mis-inforin'd. 

We come with no intent of injury. 
These Gentlemen were Strangers imto us, 
We found sore hurt and rob'd by a false Theef, 
And Brother to this Beggar, whom we saw 
2195 Enter into his house. 

Old Playn. What say'st thou Father? 
Know'st thou of such a practise by thy Brother? 
Or to thy knowledge is he in the house ? 

Moinf. Sir Walter Playnsey, that I take's your name, 
2200 So help me Heaven, as I am ignorant 

From any such lewd practise of my Brothers : 
But since your worships here, I'll call him forth 
In person, to make answer for hsmself, 
Desiring you to pardon me a while, 
22o5 For what with sorrow and with cares down prest, 

My sightless eyes had need to take their rest. Exit. 

Old P ayn. Send us thy Brother and be thou discharg'd : 
But Mr. Strotud, what can you say to this ? 

T. Siro. Faith Sir, 'tis a common saying in our Countiy, 
2210 You shall know by the Market-folks how the Market goes; 
and none knows their Knavery better than I that Vas one of 
their company. Father do you see those two fellows there? 

Old Stro. I son, what of them ? 

T. Stro. Why these were they that cosen'd me of my sattin 
22i5 sute, and with the false Repreeve that had like to a hang'd 
you, and rob'd Swash of the 100 I. too. 

Old Stro. What these Gentlemen ? 

J. Siro. Gentlemen I as God mend me, a couple of as 
arrant Cony-catchefs as e're pist. 
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2220 Old Slra. Is't possible Son ? 

T. Strp. Push, you are a Fool Father, you know nothing, 
I have paid for my learning : and falling into their company 
in hope to get some satisfaction for all my losses ; it was my 
chance to be by when Sii' Robert Westford and Mr. Playnsey 
22z5 there gave them 3o t. to murder the Blind-beggar, his Bro- 
ther, and his Daughter : but by my means the Beggar and his 
Daughter are alive, but what's become of his Brother I know 
not ; this, as I am Tnm Slrowd of Harling, and a true-hearted 
Nor/ork-man, I'll justifie against one, two, three, or the whole 
a23o pack of 'em, when, where, or how they dare, for the very ears 
and guts of 'em all. 

Can. Strowd, y'are a Nit, a Slave, and a Pessant. 
T. Stro. How a Fessant ? — 1 scorn to soyl my hands 
about thee : but and I had thee alone, with a tough Ashen 
2235 Gibbet in my hand, and I did not dry bang ye all one after 
another, I'de eat no meat but Mustard ; sen ye ? 

Old Playii. Sirof.'rf have a care you speak nought but truth. 
Old Stro. And speak the truth Boy as thou art my Son. 
T. Stro. And I do not I'll give you leave to call me Cut, 
2240 sen ye ? 

Old Playn. Sir Robert Westford this concerns you near, 
And Son it touches your reputation too ? 

Y. Playn. But it shall touch his life that Authors it; 
Strowd you are a villain, and for old grudge Enter Momford 
3245 Betwixt your Father and Sir Robert Westford, like a Ser- 

Forg'd this surmise, as both these Gentlemen ving man. 

Are ready on their oaths to justifie. 

Can. No more, here comes the Slave that rob'd us. 
T. Stro. Rob'd ye ! of what I trow ? of youi good condi- 
aa5o tions ? 

Had. This is he that hack't my Thygh like a leg of Beef. 
T. Stro. Thou lyest like a Theef. 
Old Playn. Are you the Blind-mans Brother? 
Moinf. Sir, I am, 
2255 Old Plays. You are accus'd here of a Robbery, 

What can you answer in your own defence ? 

Mom/Sk Waller Playitsey, and good Captain Westford, 
First as I look for comfort from above, 
I never nurs'd a thought to that intent : 
2260 Indeed these Gentlemen, Strangers to me. 
Did draw upon me, and as I suppose. 
By the provokement of Sir Robert Westford 

And 
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And Mr. Playnsy, sought to take my life. 

Old Playn, What reason should they have for that? 
2265 Momf. Your worship shall perceive; Sir Robert Westford 

Wounded by Strou'd, and desperate of life, 
Confest unto my Brother the Blind-man, 
That by the means of him and Mr, Playnsey 
They counterfeited these Letters that wrought 
2370 Momford's banishment ; Besides all this, 

My Sword shall justifie, that first by bribes. 
And then by forcive means he would have forc'd 
My Neece unto his lust. All this is true, 
And this I U justifie upon their bodies in the open lists. 
2275 Y. Playn. Thou dar'st not for thy life? 

Momf. Playnsy I dare. 
And wo'd my Soveraign Liege give me but leave, 
This Sun should see thy Treasons punished. 

Sir Rob, Wert thou a Gentlemen as thou art a Slave, 
2280 I'de make thee eat thy words or dig thy Grave. 

T. Stro. Eat a Pudding's end, the old man shall take no 
wrong Sir. 

Cap. West. Sir Robert Westford, your Gentility 
Shall not tread down the truth ; long has my Soul 
2285 Thirsted for this occasion : for when 1 saw 

You falsifie your faith, wedding your Daughter 

Unto Playnsey's Son, that was the Troth-plight Husband to Bess 

Momford, 
I thought as much as this poor man now speaks, 
2290 And will in single combate prove as much ; 

He of you both that thinks himself most touch'd, 
Take up my Gage. 

Y. Playn. Westford I'll answer thee. 
Can. And I'll maintain Sir Robert Westford'% cause. 
3295 Momf. Take up my Glove then. 

Sir Rob. Give me it, I'll maintain it my self. 
Had. This shall justifie that Slrowd 
And that base Villain were agreed to murder us. 

T. Stro. I is the wind ei' that door, I'l Itake up thy Glove ; 
23oo but — and I bang not thy Coxcomb, hang me la. 

Old Playn. I hope this challeng'd combate will decide the 
truth. 

Cap. West. Which Heaven assisting, and the King well 
pleas'd, 

1 2 shall 
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23o5 Shall be performed this present afternoon ; 

ril to the King, and never raise my Knee from the cold earth, 
Till I obtain, by privilege of flight 

A black revenge for worthy Momford's fall. Ex, Cap, West. 

Y, Playn, And thither Westford will I follow thee, 
23io Or born upon the wings of my just cause, 

Arive before thee. . Exit Y, Playn, 

Sir Rob, Each man take his way, 
StGeorge andConquest guide our swords this day. [Exeunt, manent 
OldStro, Courage my Boy,if thou prevail in fight, [^A^Strowds. 
23 1 5 ril swear Lord Momford hath not had his right. 

T. Stro, Courage sa* ye ? as God mend me, I respect them 
no more than I do a flap with a Fox tayl, and I do not beat 
'em as ye sho'd cuyle a side of dry*d Stock-fish, FU be bound 
to go to Rome with a Morter a my head. 
2320 Old Stro. Why well said my Son, let's away. 

T, Stro, But heark ye Father; you know I am to go 
amongst the Court-nowles, you must needs let me have good 
store of mony with me, let not the name of STROWDS be 
disgraced, I pray Father. 
2325 Old Stro, Tush Boy, fear not. Til carry 5oo /. with me, and 

that shall fly ere thou want. 

T, Stro, — And Til bring some of my own too, or it shall 
go hard. Exeunt, Musick, Cornets, 

ACT V. 



Sound Trumpets. Enter King Harry the 6 th, Gloster, Cardinal, 

Lady Ellanor, and Lords attending, 
King,'1^^c\e of Gloster, and Lord Cardinal, 
233o V Since all our Courthasputonsmooth-fac'd mirth, 

Only to grace your Honored Mariage, 
Embrace each other in the arms of Love, 
And as you joyn your hands, so let your hearts 
Knit your affections in a friendly league. 

Glost, 
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2335 Glost, Gloster speaks first, yet speaks he not in fear, 

As begging Bew ford's friendship, but in love 
Both to his King, and to fair Englands good ; 
Yet ere I set my hand to this new League, 
Bewford, if any undisgested wrong 
2340 Lyes in thy swelling bosome, freely speak't. 
And Gloster will as freely answer it : 
But if thy Conscience be as clear from soyl 
Of hatefull treachery, as Gloster s is. 
Give me thy hand, and with thy hand thy heart, 
2345 Which Gloster will as charily regard. 

As the best blood that's chambered in his breast. 

Card, On that Condition Bewford gives his hand. 
And from his heart wipes off all forepass'd wrongs. 

King. Witness this League Lords, and now Ant Ellanor 
235o Heaven give you joy ; both of our Uncles love. 

And of this new born peace. Now Uncle Gloster I desire to know 
The cause oiMomford's treason, and his fall. 
Which he hath lately undergone in France? 

Glost. His fall my Liege was great, but his offence 
2355 Little or none ; for by Velleires his means, 
Who as a Prisoner now attends your Grace, 
I have found out since Momford's banishment, 
That all his accusations were false. 

King, Yet Guynes in which Lord Momford had a charge, 
236o Was yeelded up by Treason. 
Glost, True my Liege, 
I have known Momford in my Brothers days. 
Put in great trust ; yet never heard 
That he was^ found disloyal in his charge. 
2365 King, And Uncle Gloster, we have always had 

His honored age in reverent esteem. 
We hear he had a Daughter, where lives she ? 

Glost, Thrust out of all by one old Westford's means. 
King, Methinks 'tis hard the Child should not enjoy 
2370 The riches that the painfull Father left. 
Good Uncle Gloster let it be your care. 

To see old Momferd's Daughter have her right. Enter old PL 
But what grave man is that? 
Glost, Sir Walter Playnsey, 

h The 



The Blind-Beggar of Bednall-Green. 



11 



2375 The bosom friend unto exiled Momford, 

King. Sir Walter Playns^, by our Uncles leave 
I pray stand up, methinks those reverent hairs 
Deserve a softer pillar than the ground ; 
I pray stand up, and boldly speai your mind. 
238o OldPlayti. My Soveraign Liege, your Subject comes in love 

To let you know, that divers Gentlemen, 
On what presumption they themselves best know. 
Have underta'en to prove in open field, 
That the Lord Momford who late fell in France, 
2385 Was treacherously accus'd. 

Glost. Why? 'twas your Son 
That first produc'd his accusation. 

Old Playn. Your Grace will give me leave to clear my self, 
For I was neither privy to that fact, 
23go Nor speak in his excuse; he is my Son, 

But if in malice he hath wrong'd Lord Momford, 
Let him have Justice, and the Law take place. 
King. Are they resolv'd to tiy it out in fight? 
OWP^ojVw-Theyare my Liege, and only wait your pleasure. 
2395 . King. Even what our Uncle Gloster will set down 
We do assent to. 

Glost. Herald fetch them in. 
See them at alt points arm'd. 

Enter witkDrumSir Robert West.young Playn. Canbee and Had- 
land. At the other Door old Momf. Cap. West, Tom Srrowd, 
and old Strowd, and Bess. 
Glost. Who is the Plaintiff? 
24D0 Momf. I my gracious Lord. 

Glost. Reach him the Book, and thereon take thine Oath, 
That thou art neither drawn by bribes nor hate 
To undertake this Combat. — 'Tis enough. 
Speak truth, and nought but truth, so help thee Heaven. 
2405 Momf. Pleaseth your Grace, this in a word is all. 

Sir Robert Westford and Mr, Playnsey there confest 
To a Blind-man, in hearing of that Maid, 
That Playnsey and himself did counterfeit 
The Letters that wrought Momfords banishment. 
2410 Glost. Give him the Book, now answer on thine oath 
In thy defence. 

Sir 
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Sir Rob. Then first my Liege 'tis false, 
Next hee's a Felon, and by force of ai-ms 
Offer'd to rob these honest Gentlemen 
2415 In the high way, 

T. Slro. — Then 1 can hold my tongue no longer, it's an 
arrant lye my Lord, that's the plain English on't : for I was by 
when Sir Robert Wesl/ord and Mr. Playnsey gave them 3o t. to 
murder the Blind-beggar, his Brother, and his Daughter, and 
2420 if I had not been, they had been all kill'd too, so had they. 
King. Fellows what do you say to this ? 
Can. My Liege I cannot talk, grant me the Combate, and 
my Sword shall prove I ama Souldier, and my tongue nere 
knew the art of scolding. 
2425 Glost. Give him his will, alarum to the fight. 

King. Stay, for me tliinks there is some difference, 
Both in their years, and their conditions. 
And for we highly prize our Subject lives, 
Good Uncle Gloster let them choose their weapons, 
2430 It may be a means to save their lives. 

Glost. And hearten others in piirsute of knowledge. 
Herauid bring forth all sorts of weapons, 
'Tis the King's pleasure that every man 
Make choice of those weapons he hath practis'd most. 
3435 Sir Robert chuse your weapon first. 

Sir Rob. Thanks to my Liege : the common fight of these 
same sei-ving men is sword and dagger, therefore I'll chuse 
the sword and target they are unskilfull in ; I take the sword 
and target for my defence. 
3440 Mom/. Andmy Liege, becauseSiTff(?6.H''^ji^i-rf shall notthink 

I'll take any advantage, I'll answer him athisown weapons. 
King. 'Tis well ; on to the next, 

y, Playn. Come Captain. H^«f/brrf, you have been in S^»ih, 
And well are practis'd in the desperate fight of single Rapier ? 
2445 Cap. West. Playnsey I am pleas'd. 

King. So are not we, the single Rapier is too desperate. 
And therefore choose some other weapon. 
Or we will have no Combat fought this day. 

F, Playn. Backsword then and't please your Grace. 
I 3450 King. So, we are pleas'd. 

Can. Sirrah ^ack, me thiiiks Sword and Bucklet's a safe fight. 
Had. I'll choose no other, and I had a thousand lives. 

Tom 
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Tom, Stro. I do, take your bars of Iron, and your Barn- 
doors, and I do not bang *em together like a couple of Cur-dogs, 
2455 I'll nere be seen again. 

King, Sirrah thou fellow. 
T. Stro. Anon. 

King. What weapons wilt thou use ? 
T. Stro, Weapon me no weapons, I can play at wasters as 
2460 well as another man ; but all's one for that, give me but an 
ashen Gibbet in my hand, and I do not dry-bang them both, 
Til be bound to eat hay with a horse, so will I. 

King, An ashen-gibbet? what dost thou mean by that? 
T, Stro, What do I mean by it quoth ye .^ — I think you be 
2465 sib to one of theL(?«^o«-Cockneys, that ask't, whether Hay-cocks 
were better meat broyl'd or rosted, an ashen Plant, a good 
Cudgell, what sho'd I ca it? 

King, If there be such a weapon in the Court, let one go 
fetch it him. 
2470 T. Stro, Nay Fll make a page of my own age, and fet it 

my self. Swash bring out my blest Beggar there. 
Enter Swash with an ashen-Gibbet, 
Swash, Yes Sir, here's your blest Beggar Master. 
T, Stro. Look ye Sirs, this is en it, and I do not cudgell 
'em both with it, I'll give you leave to stick me up at the 
2475 Court-gate for a Pissing-post, so will I. 

King, But two to one is oddes, rather fight single. 
T. Stro, No, they know me well enough, I have cudgelled 
them both afore now. 

King, Well, if thou dare oppose them both, have thy desire. 
2480 King. Alarum to the flight. 

Alarum. They fight, and Momford's side wins. 

King, Fellow, dost hear? 
T. Stro, Anon? 

King. What should I call thy Country, and thy name ? 
T, Stro, Sen ye ? 
2485 Glost, The King wo'd know thy Country, and thy name ? 

T. Stro. My name ? I am not asham'd of my name, I am 
one Tom Strowd of Marling, I'll play a gole at Camp ball, or 
wrassel a fall a the hip, or the hin tnrn with ere a Courtnoll 
of ye all, for 20 quarters of Malt, and match me height for height. 
2490 King. A lusty fellow trust — 

We 
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We have too few such Subjects in our Land; where's the 
Blind-beggar and his brother ? 

T, Stro. Where the Blind-beggar is I know not, but here's 
the pretty Mother his Daughter; and thou beest a kind sprin- 
2495 gall speak a good word for me to my father that I may have 
her, and as God mend me and ere thou com'st into Norfolk Til 
give thee as good a Dish of Dumplings as e're thou layd'st 
thy lips too, so will I, sen ye? 

Old Stro, How? mary with a Beggar? mix the blood of 
2600 Strowds with a tatier ? either cast her off, or I will cast off thee. 
T Stro, Now we shall have a coyl with ye ; and ye were 
not my father I'd knock your pate, so wo'd I. 
Old Stro. How's that ? do and thou dare. 
Momf Strowd, though she be Daughter to a poor Bind-man 
25o5 that long hath liv'd on good mens charity, do not disdain her. 
Be her birth as it may, the portion I'll give with her, deserves 
as good a Husband as your Son. 

T, Stro, Bate me an ace of that qd. Bolton yet I would I 
had her as naked as my nayl. 
25io Old Stro, As good a portion as my Son.^ proud Beggar, 
'Tis not your Clapdish and your patch'd Gown can do't. 
Momf, However poor, good Sir digrace me not. 
Old Stro, And is my disgrace to be out- worded by a Beggar? 
But and thou be'st such a well monied man 
25i5 As thou dost brag, dar'st drop old Angels with me? 
And he that out-drops other, take up all ? 

Momf, That were ambition in a beggar Sir. 
Cap, West, 'Twere credit for thee, and thou couldst out- 
drop him. 
2520 Momf, So please my Liege to give me leave, I'll venture 
That small Estate I have. 
King, We are content, 
'Mongst cares 'tis fit to mix some meriment. 

Momf, Come hither Daughter ; are you ready Master. 
2525 T, Stro, — To him Father, never lose a hog for a halfp'worth 

of tar ; come old fellow bring thy white Bears to the stake, and 
thy yellow gugle eyes to the Bull-ring ; — Father wherefore 
do you hang an arse so ? they are all our own and there were 
a comb seek full on 'em 
253o Momf, I thus begin. 

Old Stro, And thus I answer thee. 

Momf, Thus I reply. 

Old Stro, And thus do I joyn issue. 

K T. Stro, 
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T. Siro. I had rather joyn issue with the Mother a great 
2535 deal, had I. 

Old Stro. Some more mony Swash. 

Swash. Here Master, we'll outdrop the Beggar, we'll make 
Gilt sweat else. 

Old Siro. Hast thou any mony about thee Tom? 
3540 r. Stro. An hundred angels, and a better peny, Pigs of 
your own Sow Father. 

Momf. There's ao more. 

Old Stro. More yet ? the Rascal will disgrace me ; more yet ? 
T. Stro. And yet too, —you think beggars ha' no lice fallier. 
2545 Glost. Why how now Strowd, begins it to be low water 
with ye .' 

Old Siro. I am e'en run a ground, have drop'd till I can 
drop no more. 

T. Stro. You must e'en burn of the spit, for I have no 
aSSo more oyl of Angels to bast you father. 
Old Stro. Nor thou Swash? 

Swash. Only a broken three farthings that I kept in a 
corner to buy my wench pins with. 
Momf. All this is mine then. 
2555 Old Stro. I not deny't, 'tis true 

That was our match, and so good Gold adue. 

T. Stro. — I have brought my hogs to a fair Market, must 
I lose the Mother and all my Gold too ? 
Old Stro. Yes faith, alt's gone Tom. 
256o T. Stro. This is your foolery Father, and I had don't, we 

sho'd have had such a scolding with you, 

Momf. Then Strowd where thou before didst scorn my 
Daughter, 

Now I do scorn thy Son ; not mov'd through hate, 
2565 For Strowd I hold thee a most honest man. 

For right thou didst unto Lord Momford's Daughter, 
And since thy Son did save my poor Girls life, 
And rescued mine with hazard of his own. 
This Gold which by our bargain is all mine 
2570 I freely give him towards his mariage. 
King. Trust me a gallant Beggar. 

T. Stro. Beggar? — He might be a King for his bounty, 
for he gives away all. 

Swash. I know the reason of that, he can beg more, and 
2575 Begging be so good an occupation wo'd 1 had been bound 
Apprentice to't seven years ago, there was somewhat to be 
got by it then, 'tis out of request now. 

T. Stro. 
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T. Siro. This is old excellent, here carry't to my Chamber 
Swash, and lock the door fast I charge thee. 
258o Swash. And I meet no false Knaves by the way ; Canbet and 
Hadlatid here had been a simple boon for you now. Exit. 

Momf. And now my Lord, since Momford is prov'd clear, 
And his Accusers have confest their guilt, 
I freely give my Daughter to the man, 
a585 Who for the love of Momford (lov'd of all) 
Will tate her to his wife. 

Cap. Wesz For Momforifs sake, whose honoi^'d deeds 
Are writ up with the blood of the proud French, 
Were she the meanest and deformed' st Creature 
25go That treads upon the bosome of the earth, 
Weslford wo'd take, love, live and marry her. 

Momf. Nay then I see that virtue shall find friends; 
Take her good Captain, and for Momford's sake 
Use tlie Maid kindly, 
aSgS r. Sti-o. Why farewell 40 pence, I ha fisht fair and caught 
a frog ; well Mother, though I am no Gentleman, I co'd ha 
brought you to more Land than a score on 'em, thou should'st 
have had 40 as fair milch kine to your payl, as a man sho'd 
need to see in a Summers day, 4 yoak of Oxen, and three 
2600 team of Cart-horses ; besides thou should'st have had thine 
ambling nag, and thy sidesaddle to ha rid on, a little easier 
than to be jaunted up and down London Streets in a lethern 
wheel-barrow ; and then of the other side there's the oldwoman 
my Mother, she would have made thee a vild-good Huswife 
a6o5 could have taught thee how to a made butter, and flap-jacks, 
fritters, pancakes, I and the rarest fools, all the Ladies in the 
Land know not how to turn their hands to 'em : But I'll take 
myleaveontheewithanohgoodnightLand-ladytheMoonisup. 
Momford discovers himself. 
Cap. W. Gl. Card, Momford! 
2610 King. Bold Momford living, and proved Loyal, 
Thy Love like a rich Jewel we will wear 
Next to our heart ; upon those Gentlemen 
That have maintain'd and proved faithfull. 
We do confer a 100 Crowns a piece. 
3615 Momf. Your Grace in this does Momford double right ; 

And noble Country-men while we do live. 
Your Love and Valour must not be forgotten. 

Old 
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Old Playn. How is't you will we deal with your Accusers ? 
King. That we refer unto our Uncle Gloster, 
2630 Who better knows those passages than we. _ 

Glosl. Since 'tis your will my Liege, then thus't must be. 
For you Y. Playnsey and Sir Robtrl Weslford 
Receive a legal Tryal ; Canbee and Hadland, 
We for a President will have you sent 
2625 Out of the Land to dateless banishment. 

Can. Thanks your good Honor, and we'll do you more 
good by cheating your enemies abroad, than ever we did hurt 
by cosening honest subjects at home. 

King. Good Uncle Glosier, we commend your care 
263o For throwing out such rank weeds forth our Land, 
Whose weaken'd body hath been sick too long. 
Wanting those helps that should have made it strong. 
'Mongst whom Lord Momford you are not the least, 
(Pray Heaven you be the last) whom this wilde beast, 
2635 Ambitious treason sought to ruinate : 
But in requital of your more than wrong 
We make you here our Lord High -Treasurer ; 
And Captain Westford, make you General 
Of all our forces mustei-'d up 'gainst France. 
2640 Thus our disjointed Kingdom being made strong, 
■ Each Member seated in his proper seat. 
Let's in to praise his name, whose powerfull hand 
Protects the safety of our peacefull Land. 
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IB. Lies : PnlaUs, ihough — iorn. Ik etc. 

37. Hierundim Folgenden spricht der Switzarwesentlich dutch fustian, 
wie z. B. Hans Van Belch in Northward Ho. Doch ist aucli Hans 
als Oberdeutscher gedacht; vergl. Dyce, p- 258 : Min voder sin de 
groUst fooktr in all Ausburgk. Im Ubrigen ist das « vplandish ffibble 
(jabble » herzlich schwach — aber es war modern- ' 

as. Lies ; Scryver fSchreiber). 

115. Lies : dishonour's abject ;v.nA vergL Cbettle's Hoi&nan, Z. ti52. 

117. Hinter despair noch Spuren eines zweiten r, das aber wohl nicht 
gesetztwar. 

l«l. Die Dichter werden doch wohl overikroias geschrieben haben ; den 
Reitn mbchte ich dem Setzer zur Last legen. 

iss-Si. Als Prosa zu lesen. 

188. Crost (cf. Nares, s. v. cross) = « buzahlt ". 

1*8. AdoTBU ; Luce fallt in einen Refrain ! 

145. Winl o' Ik' ticket = « ankreiden liessen ". 

190. gill = Gill (zii) = GUbeti (576). 

aiy, / in doabi nicht ausi{edruckt, aber Spuren vorhanden. 

«*0. he drives me to a longer day = v er lasst mich noch warten ; er schiebt 
die Bezahlung auf ». So einmal in Shakespeare, Tit, IV, 2, 166 : see 
that you take no longer days, but send the midwife presenllv to me. Ebenso 
I Return from Parnassus, 11, j, 779 : 

Fortune hath J^ids mee home, thai I rttay pay ; And yet, sweet wagg, I kofe 
you 'legive nice daye. Vergl. auch Nares s. v. daying. 

••». Zu u lU-nutiHred Eleanor's •• Revenems vergl, was sie selbst in ihrem 
Lament (ca 1441 ; Wright, Political Poems mtd Songs, London, 1862, 
II, p. 2o5)sagt ; 

Alle women that in this world be wrowght. 
By me they may ittsaxmpulle take. 
As I that was browghl up of nowght, etc. 30wie H 6 B, I, 3, B6, wo 
sie contemptuous base-born caUet genannt wird. 

80«. del. to. wenn man einen Funf heber haben will. 

840. this -— his ; cf. Vorbemerkungen § 3. 

av9. del. lo ; cf Vorbemerkungen § 3. 

405, tare an (M.J under your Girdle ^ « w arum versa gst Du niir den Titel 
Heir )> ; cf. Udall, Roister Doister, III, iSz ; Neare an M, by your 
girdle? {U^zdy, Specimens, II, p- 5a); vergl. Bullen's Marston, III. 
p. g2 und Anm., wo die Praepos. under gebraucht wird, wie in 
Hazl.-Dods.. X, p. 53i. 

407. homesome lies homespun ; cf- Vorbemerkimgen g 3. 



■lo». 7'otn Tai^tiy coal; cf. H 5 A, I, 3, ^7, 56; III, :, 74, wo es von Win- 
chester's Leuten gebraucht wird. Winchester wild ibidj I. 3. Sb 
scarlet kyfocriU geaannl. 

411. iWhes ; abed; cf. VorbemerkuDBen § 3. 

417, Unter/fti bawFd Crown of King Carnifax kaim ich mir nur den kahlen 

Schadel der Zeit vorstellen. Das Tereiizisch-Plaulinische carnifex 
wird auch in Chettle-Munday's Downfall, Hazl.-Dods.. VIII, p. 139 
undspaternochinMiddleton's Fair Quarrel, IV, 4,11111. gebraucht. 
Komml der ganze Ausdruck sonst vor i 

418. dampni/kd; cf. Naxes, Halliwell ; hier offeobar = « geschmalert n. 

Anderweitig zu belegen ? 

4««. feysl ; wird oft mit rogue zusammen gebraucht; cf. Ev. man in., IV, 4 
(Fol. 1616, p. 5o). Zur Bedeutung vergl. besonders The Roaring 
Girle (Dekker, Works, III, p. 220) : Foysl, uhafs thai ? Mol. A diner 
with iwojiitgers, a picke-packet. Den spateten Dramatikern ist der Aus- 
druck ganz gelaufig. 

48«. Was mag Hadland bei der bombastischen Bildung Grim-larler-lar- 
magaut wohJ gedachi habeu ? Oder war grim larmagani Tartar beab- 
sichtigt ? Oder isl der Stelle so zu helfen : rvert thou Frinct of grim 
Tartar, [uerllhou\ TartHogaiil and Erebus? Aai yeden Fall ist Tarma- 
gant bis jetzt nicht als Locahtat zu belegen, doch mogen sich die 
Verfasser dariiber hinweggesetzt haben; vergl. Erebus = i. Gott- 
heit der Unterwelt; 2. Unterwelt. Am einfachsten ist es jedenfalls, 
die Uberliefenmg unangetastet zu lassen und uur auf das Ohr der 
groundbngs bcrechnete Zusammen si ell ungen wic z. B. Dckkers 
buvtbasl-cetien-candle queatie zu vergleichen (Shoem. Hoi. Ill, i, 39 
und W. und P-'s Anm. dazu p. 81 ; bumbast wohl = bumbaited ; zu 
cotton-candle cf. Hazl.-Dods., IX, p. zzi ; eld galfymawfries, and celtort- 
candte eloquenci). 

4«K. K in An nicht ausgedruckt, aher Spurcn vorhanden. 

47«. Hinter him soUte ein Punkt stehn. 

477. ? fiir ! wie unzahlige Male in Elisab. Drucken. 

S«S. few; beabsichtigt war ihem ; t abgesprungen, abcr Platz dafiir 
vorhanden. 

545. (cf. ity/t) to mock an ape wiihal. Sprichwortlich ; vergl. Look about 
you, Hazl.-Dods.. VII, p. 425. 

•1«. Momf. gedruckt als gehorte es zu Strowd's Rede. 

8»0. Mit jov-i Eollte neuer Vers beginnen, wie passim. 

•48. lies : hold ikes ; cf. ZZ 684, 725 ; cf . Vorbemerkungen § 3- 

•57. desper-vUw ? 

•«S. Soil Brilany auf der zweiten Silbe den Hauptton haben ? Vergl. 
Chettle-Drayton's Valiant Welshman, 11, i, 70: And eylker ivinne 
Brittayne with the sword, Or make her stoope. Kreb Best eyther to etc. 
Liest man banished, so hat man einen Alexandriner. 

«70. to hamptr = u den werde ich mir einmal griindlich langen, ihn gehd- 
rig veihauen ». Das Wort ist von Hiibsch, Patient Grissill, Anm. 
100, vollstandig missverstanden worden ; vergl. z. E. Westward 
Ho, II, 2 (Dyce, p. 218) : I'll speak itiith him, and hamper kim too, if ever 
he fall into my clutches. Die urapriinghcbe Bedeutung liegt noch 
ziemlich durchsichtig' vor im Misogonus I, i, 162-3; Northward 



Ho, IV, 3 (Dyce, p. 275). Beaum. und Fl. gebrauchen das Woit 
ebenfalls haufig. 

own ; cf- Vorbemerkungen § 3. Ich bezweifle, dass oM der Oib eine 
11 VerbeBsening u ist. 

con wohl call oder ca zu ksen. 
, sit ort. Der Contest verlangt die Bedeutuiig « liber's Ohr hauen, 
beschwindeln ", in der ich das Verbum to set ovtr nicht kenne ; 
vergl. Z. 749 ; IJetch'd over, wonach es wahrscheiulich ist, dass set 
vielmehr/ri (= fdcVd) zu lesen ist. Cf. Hazl.-Dods., VI, p. 53i : 
/ mud fitch him oveyjor all his gold. 
. I'll teach him his ieripoop ; UriPoep ist in leripoofi zu veriindern. wozu zu 
vergleicheu ist B. und Fl., Wit at several Weapons, I : 
Gregory ; / was advis'dio bestow dainty cost oh you. 
Niece : You were iU-advis'd ; back, and lake hitter coimsd. etc. etc. 
Gregory : So, so 1 1 have my lerrefoop already. 

TJnftefiihr:"jetzt weissich woran ich bin, woran mich zu halten". 
Die Stelle im Bl. Beggar wiirde ich iibersetzen : i Den will ich 
das Stehlen siphon lehren, eintranken ! » Vergl. Nares, Halliwell, 
H. V. liripoops und Hazl.-Dods-. HI, p. 222 : I shall leachyou bolhyottr 
liripup to know. . 

cut "fall: erganze cry ; eine bekannte Redensart, ^ « ungeraein » ; cf. 
Terence in English, Lond. 1614, p. 47 ; Misere hanc amat. Hee hues 
hey out a crie, dearely, deepely, etc. 

Sower fellow — crablree faced countenance ; cf. Dekker.OldFortunatus, ed. 
Scherer, Z. 428 ; Tis not the crab-tree fac'd world neither that makes mine 
sowre. Wir kiinnen Ausdriicke wie Bbitter», <'einGesicht als hatte 
er Essig getrunken n gebrauchen, vielleicht auch « schiefes 
Gesicht », wie z. B. im Dumb Knight. Hazl.-Dods., X, p. 137 : 
crablree similes a schiefe Vergleiche 11. 

/ knew how to build up Pauls-steeple ; cf. Z. ioS3 ; Der Wiederauf bauung 
desabgebrannlenKircbtunaesmiissenbedeutendeSchwierigkeiten 
entgegen gestanden haben ; Stowe sagt : Concerning the steeple, divers 
models Riere devised and made, hut Utile else was done, through whose 
default. Cod hioweih. It was said that the money appointed for new building 
of the steeple was collected tSurvay, ed. Morley, p. 3i3)- 

beggar etc. Sprichwortlich ; cf. Terence in Engl., Lond., r6i4, p. 90 ; 
Hunc norim satis. I know this feUoto as well as the begger knoves his dish- 
I am ttiell acquainted with this mans manners. 

Der Henker bezog i3 sh. 6 p. und hatte ausserdera ein Anrecht auf 
die Kleider des Hingerichteten ; cf. unten Z. i5i3. 

upper Garfnent= cloak; cf. Engl. Stud. 2S, p. jaa. 

I'll make yeur sconce and the post ring noon together ; cf. Joason, Tale of 
a Tub, II, 1 ; till this ashplant Had rung noon on your pate, und beson- 
ders Val, Welshm. I. 2,41:/ will make her pate ring naone. etc. 
frompall ; sehr seltene Form: cf. Halliwell, Nares, Schmidt s. v. 
frampold ; ich kann das Wort sonst nur aus The Roaring Girle 
(Dekker, Works. Ill, p, 170) belegen : Are we fitted with good phram- 
pill iades. Vergl. aiich die Note in Colman's B. und Fl., London, 
iSii, HI, p. 3o3. 

Lies : your mishape. ^ 
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79€. Bacon fan' d; lies fac'd^ doch liegt hier hacan-faced mchX in der gewohn- 
lichen Bedeutung vor ; man muss sich erinnem, dass Tom von 
G3'psies spricht ; dazu vergl. Middleton, The Spanish Gipsy, II, x, 
init. : Gipsies, hut no tanned ones ; no red-ochre rascals umbered with soot 
and bacon as the English gipsies are. In Ben Jonsons unmdervoller 
Maske Gipsies Metamorphosed giebt Patrico ein anderes Recept : 
To change your complexion ^ With the noble confection 
Of walnuts and hog* s-gr ease. Better than dog's grease. 
Pupp3^ und Clod bemerken dazu : Without the aid of a cheese. Or help 
of a flitch of bacon. 

^••. Lies : by me ; ivere it in place tvhere, Fde, etc. Cf. Lilly, Mother Bombie, 

I, 3 (Fairh., II, p. 80) : My hands shake, so that wert thou in place where, 
I would teach thee to cogge ; Fairh. bemerkt p. 271 « i. e. : If I had you 
in a more fitting place », etc. 

S88. You'd have the Calf with the white face; etwa « gar zu anspruchsvoll 
sein», cf. Ben Jonson, Tale of a Tub, II, i : 
What ails you ? 

You do not know when you are well, I think. 
You'd ha* the calf with the white face, sir, would you ? 
I have her for you here ; what would you more ? 
841 und 844. Die Commata am Ende sind abgesprungen, sodass sie wie 

Punkte aussehn. 
845. temes bread; cf. Halliwell, s. v. tems-loaf; cf. ndl. terns. 
8«7. hoy don « Bauernbengel » ; vergl. I Ret. from Parnassus, II, i 
(Macray, p. 5i) : I'le make every hoy don bestowe a fairinge on his dore, his 
wall, his windowe. 
8«7. know not chalk from cheese. Vergl. einen Brief Latimers (ca 1548), in 
dem es heisst : Have I lived so long in this tottering world, and have I 
been so many ways turmoiled and tossed up and down, and so much as it 
were seasoned with the powder of so many experiences to and fro, to be now 
so far bewitched and alienated from my wits, as though I could not discern 
cheese from chalk, truth from falsehood (Latimer, ed. Parker Society, 

II, 422). Die Bedeutung ist etwa « sich ein X fiir ein U vormachen 
lassen » ; cf. besonders Hey wood, The Fair Maid of the West, 
II, I : They took me for a simple gull, indeed, that would have had me to 
have taken chalk for cheese. Eine ahnliche Redensart liegt vor in Res- 
publica V, 9, 118 : have oft made youe Beleeve, the moone was agrene 
chese (Brandl, Quellen, p. 352) cf. dazu Terence in English, Lond. 
161 4, p. i5 : Nos opinantes ducimur falso gaudio. Hee makes vs beleeus the 
moone is made of a greene cheese. He brings vs silly ones, into afooles para" 
dise. 

878. Das zweite they fehlt in dem Exempl. des Brit. Mus. ; cf. Vorbemer- 

kungen § 3. 
875. but let that passe; eine um die Jahrhundertwende recht beliebte Redens- 
art (Jonson, Ev. Man out, III, 3; III, 6; Chapman, All Fools, V, i), 
die die Lachmuskeln der Zuschauer ganz besonders in Dekker's 
Shoemakers Holiday in Bewegung gesetzt hatte. 
878. cold words ; vergl. The two angry Women of Abington, Hazl.-Dods., 
VII, p. 334 : give me leave to talk two or three cold words with my young 
master ; ferner Jonson, Tale of a Tub, II. i : desires to speak A word^ 
or two, cold with you. 
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8S7. Miss Thompson schlagt Btss vor slalt Boss. 
BBS. Dandeno 1 

»»», red lattice irgend ein Wiitshaus. Zur Erklarimg diene How a Man 
may choose a good wife from a bad, Hazl.-Dods., IX. p- 53 ; The 
gentle woman of Ike old house, thai is as well known hy the colour slie lays 
an her cheeks, as an alehouse by the painting is laid on his lattice. Cf. ibid., 
p. 5io, Anm.. 2, und Xll, p. 33? : They are as sure signs oj the ache of 
teeth audioes as a red lattice of an alehouse. 
W»ia. a dog has his day ; nm ifco haufig gebraucht; cf. Jons on, Tale of a 
Tub I, init : vor a man has kis hour, and a dog kts day; femer 
Two Angrj' Women of Abington (gedr. iSgg) ; Hazl.-Dods., VH, p. 
3i8 und meine Bern, im Literaturbl. fiir germ, und rom. Phil., 
XXII, p. 327. 
iOB». are ist Druckfehler; in Qia steht art; aber in Miss Thompson's 
Abschrift are. 

lOSl ff. Strowd's Rede, die in der hochsten Hast hervoigeslossen wird, 
liest man am besten als Prosa. 

1079. Soon, natiirlich = son, wie in Brandl, Quelleii, pp. 437, 452 ; Riche 
his Farewell, ed Shakesp.-Soc, pp. 176. i85, 187 {soone). 

1197. bound to it; dasselbe biilige ^\'ortspiel in Much's Mund in Chettle- 
Muuday's Downfall, Hazl.-Dods., YIII, p. 193. 

1K06-7 botid; bekanntes Wortspiel. 

ixxs. Jfehbet= gibbet; cf. Chettle's Hoffinan, Z. i3i6. 

IseSB. Friday'faced ungefahr : " einer der aussieht wie die teure Zeit ", 
dann : « miirrisch » u. s. wjveigl. Wily Beguiled, Hazl.-Dods., IX, 
p. 3q3 : What a Friday-faced slave il is : lihink in my conscience, hisjace 
never hee/>s holiday. Das Gegentheil driickt Dekker einmal (OldFor- 
tunatus, igSz ; Works, I. p. 146) mit den Worten aus r set your 
Sunday face vponi u mache gute Miene zum bcisen Spiel h. 

1804. Westward d. h. nach Tyburn, um dort gehangt zu werden. Vergl. 
Westward Ho (Dekker, Works, II, p. 340) IV, 2, prop. fin. : Sfoot 
you speake as if you had lio harts, & look as if yon mere going westward 
indeede. Femer Eastw, Ho, III, a, 87 r Marry, hang you ! Westward 
siHh a wanioH i'ye I Cf. Bullen's Marston, III, p. 27, Anm. 

1SS7. smooth Joot path, etc = - der beste WegzumGalgen ■ ; cf. Nares, s-v. 
Holbom, 

1%70. nine days wonder ; cf. Schmidt, s. v. wonder 4. Sehr beliebte Redensart. 
Vergl. aucb Hazl.-Dods., IX, p. 74 : her timeless death Is but a nine- 
days'ialk. 

lie9tC. lies : an open wrong- 

1886. lies :liere,ha? 

141*. Mother; hier und im folgenden = girl (cf. Nares, Halliwell, s. v. 
mauthcr). Vergl. auch B. imd Fl., Maid in the Mill, 3, i : 
My child is stoVn, the count Otrante stole her I 
A preliy chiM she is, altho' I say it, 
A handsome mother. 

1448. vesdiness; unverstand''ch. Ich lese 'uds dines = Cod's diius (oft ge- 
brauchter Fluch). 

1460. doch besser : assays 

1SB9. Bcssaatwoite*. 



76 

ISIM. sai:' ; der obere Haken des lanKea f ist abgesprun^'en, sodass das 
Wort fast wie law aussiehl, wie Miss Thompson auch tichtig 
copierte ; es unterliegt aber keinem Zweifel, dass f gesetKt war. 

1SV4. Das Puppenspiel « City of Norwitcb n wird mit dem betiihintcreB 
B City of Nineveh » in Jonson's Barth. Fair, V. [, init. erwahnl. 

1C04. cross etc., oft gebrauchtes Wortspiel ; cf, Narea, s. v. iird Hazl.- 
Dods-, XIIi p- 149 : your good husband mHI leave yoit ne'er a ervss 
i" ih' house to bless you ^ilh. 

1S*1. Bankes hk horse was 1600 allerdings schon etwas recht altes ; cf< 
Nares, Vergl. auch die Anin. zu Chettle-Munday's Downfall, 
Hazl.-Dods., Vin, p. 134. 

1«*7. Julius CiEsar ; dieses Puppenspiel wird auch bei Marston, ed. Bul- 
len, 11, p. 5i erwilhnt ; cf. Bullen's Anm. Die An({abe« by 1609" bei 
Ward'. 11, p. 140 ist hiemach zu verbessern- 

leao. Cafitol ; Caesar wurde in der Curia Pompeia ermordet ; vergl. die 
Comm. zu Hamlet. Ill, 2, 109. Das 1 gross mistake * in der folgenden 
Zeile bezieht sich iibrigens doch am einfachslen auf Fretich Capilol 
in Z. 1627, sodass mit dieser Stelle fiir die chronologiache Fixie- 
rung voti Shakcspeares Jul. Caes. nichts anzufangen ist (Fleay, 
Biogr. ChroH. Engl. Drama, I, p. 107). 

1938. Captain Pod, der Besitzer eines puppet-show, ist aus Ben Jonsou 
bckannt (cf. Nares) ; neu ist, dass er am Pye-Corner stadooiert 
war, vvo sich auch ziemlich zweifelhafte cook's shops (Val. W elsb- 
man II, 5, 18) befanden, in denen man gebratenes Schweinefleisch 
feil bot (Barthol. Fair, 1. i). Von Master Pod's Verhaltniss zu 
Mrs. Rump ist mir sonst nichts bckannt ,■ die Dame wird in Ram- 
alley (cf. Nares) eine ahnliche Bude besessen haben. wie die 
unftirmige Ursula der Barth. Fair, oder eine Laundress (! ) gewesen 
sein (Hazl.-Dods., X, p. 329). In gewijhnlichen Zeiten befanden 
sich die Motions besonders in Fleet-street (fonson. Foxe, IV, 4 ; 
Fol. 1616, p- 514) in nachster Nahe der Fleet-Bridge (ibid- ; Ev. 
Man out, II, 3 ; i. c. p. iq8), sodass das interessante Paar nicht gar 
zu we it getrennt war. 

1(140. Guyso lies Guyse ; wohl die Marlowe'sche Figur; doch konnte es 
sich auch um die Chapman'sche (oder pre-Chapman'sche) han- 
deln, da ein Daraboys schon im Satiromaslix erwiihnt wird 
(Dekker, Works, I, p. 23o,). 

1044, fiat as a pancahc ; sprichwortl. ; d. Hazl.-Dods., XII. p. 327. 

164S. froyes cf. Halliwell, s- v.froise. 

isss, heller skeUir (sic). Um 1600 gut zu belegen. \"ergl. Every Man in, 1, 4, 
fin. : Heller skelter, hang sorroj; care'll kill a cat (in der Fol. 1616, p. i5 
wird irifcrifcflwcursivgednicktj; Patient Griss, Z. 1923; Marston, 
2 Ant. and Mell., IV, 1, 268 (Bitllen, I, p. 169) ; Life and Deaili of 
Capt- Thom. Stukeley, Z. 357, Eimnal kann ich es als Verbum 
belegen : Hazl.-Dods., VII, p. 436 ; Here are two crack'd groats To 
helier-skeUer at some vaulting-house (Druck 1600). 

1708. lies : hloody, ie. 

170S Monger ; es ist Platz da fiir das vom Context verlangte s. 

17Ste. finger etc. ; cf. Hazl.-Dods., XII, p. 34B : These ale-suckers, too, are 
a-goimz to liquor some frise that their litni-img fingers have seised ufion. 
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;v h<ichstpn Sceloiianj,'st hrreiii ; 

e in Prosa lesen. Der folgende Vers wird ■ 

I Schauspieler wohl als Dreiheber vorffelrai 

iner Blindtieit (und Kuhnheit ?) ; cf. Nares. 



1 Chettle's Hoffman. ZZ 
1 der eanzen Periode ist 



edes Blankv'( 



Vers genau, wi 

einem tilchtigei 

worden. sejn. 
Bayard ; wegen se 
Y. Siro. sic t 
Die Gescliiclite des Tcreus v/iid auch ii 

387, 8236 erwahnt. 
Ikiit lies ahen ; der Construe tionswechset ii 

HO, Wer diese prachtvollen Verse in die Schabloi 
liineinzwanRen will — mag's thun ! 

SUM ; Miss Thompson schliigt sun vor. 

Pudding etc. ; der Ausdruck ist sprichwortlich; cf. Like will to Like. 
Hazl.-Dods.. III. p. 3i8 ; asjit far you as apudding for a friar's vtaut/i- 
Eine Variante siehe Lilly, ed. Fairli., II. p. gt : Bui look whtre 
Prisius' boy comes, as fit as a pudding for a dogges mouth = « wie geruf en. »- 

Der Dichter schrieb wohl an you drink, if you drink. 

Es ist mir unmoglich gewesen, diese Verse zu identificieren. 

Lay thee; etwa : * kusch' Dich » ; cf. Rom. V, 3, 3. 

his priest; cf- Literaturbl, f, germ, und rom- Phil., XXIII. p. 170. 

ne eines sonst vollkomraen unbe- 
'ohl den Capt, Westford gegeben 



B-7. sol. Clark ist offenbar der N 

kannten Schau spielers, der 

haben wird. 
I. sest ; zwischen Ha, und sesi ist ein grosserer Zwischenraum, sodass 

das Wort wie verstummelt aussieht (Miss Thompson : the word is 

blurred in the printing) doch lies ; sayest. 
B. ffo to Rome wHk a Moritr a my head. Sprichwortl. ; cf. Kempe's Nine 

days' wonder (Engl. Gam., VII, p- 18) : I could fly to Rome [at least, 

hop to Rome, as the old proverb is) iiiith a mortar oh my h^ad. Mit to travel 

in B. und Fl., Fair Maid of the Inn, V. 
*, CiJH»-(-KOfi'/«<iHofschranzenM; cf. Nares, H alii well, s.v. courl-nolt. wie 

das Wort unten, Z. 2488, geschrieben wird. 
I. Honor's ware wohl richtiger ? 

7. f in /Mi^Bcsrf abgesprungen. 
*. / in combat nicht ausgedruckt. 

?. sword and dagger etc. ; vergl. die Angabei 

Dods.. VII, p. 3i8. 
«. Tom am Ende dieser Seite fehlt in Qia, w 

8. lies 1 1, do. 
1 S. Die Wbrter fait, qnatt° und King sind in 

9. Camp ball; cf. Halliwell, s. v. camp. 
». Mit hin Inrit (turn) weiss ich nichts anzufangen- 

S. Bate me an ace of that qd. Bolton; sprichwortl. ; cf. besonders Nares 

1. In der Ballade geht der Vorschlag 'vom Bettler aus ; cf ZZ. 103-4 ■ 
Though shee be wl decked in velvelt andpearle, 
Yelt 1 will dropp angells mth you for mv girle. 

S. /os^afto^; oflenbar sprichworllich; zur Erklaning vergl eiche Halli- 
well, s. V. tar-box, und Schmidti s. v. tar, vb, ; 



1 Coomes' Rede, Hazl.- 
die Ecke abgerissen ist. 
a abgerissen. 
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tkitv. h'Uglt eya ; lies : giiigk boys ; cf. Vorbemerkjngen g3."GoldstucUer ". 

In anderer Bedeutung Hefit der Ausdmrk uor in The City Gallan), 

Hazl.-Dods., XI, p. 198 : 

Rash. : mhal, shaJTs to dice } 

Spend- : Dice or drink : kert's forty ctbjijvs : as long as thai i^'ill last- 

auyihittg. 

Rash. : Why, there spoke a giuglius Soy. 

■ Ein Kerl, dem's Geld los ira Sack sitzt, der sein Geld klimpern 

und springen liisst ». 
SSS8. lo hang an arse « zaudera » ; cf. ndl. aarieUu = reciiler. 
XSX*. comb woh] = brewing vat (Halliwell. s. v.). 
*9»». sick; so in beiden QQ; lies feck full und vergl. Halliwell, s. v. feci 

etc. Die Sippe ist den Freundea Dunbar's und Bunis>' wohlbe- 

kannt. Vergl. kca]>-full(=hrim-JnU). 
SSSH. joyii issue ; wie heute noch In der Rechtssprache : taking up Ike affirma- 

live ami the negative on Ike Point in debate ; iibersetze etwa : " und hier 

ist meine Antwort ». In 2534 gebraucht es dann Tom in der Bedeu- 

tung, die auch bei Lilly, ed. Fairh.. 11. p. i23 vorliegt : kt us joyne 

issue with them (Lucio und Halfepenie standen im Hintergrund : 

« lass uns zu ihnen hinaustreten »). Toms Wunsch wars also 

ungefahr ; " Na, ich that inicb auch lieber an das Madel machen ". 
«5»7. i^i^n make Gill sweat else = or it shall go hard in Z. z327. Gill ist hier 

Pferdename wie in Respubl. V, 6, 22 (Brandl, QuelleH, p. 342) : 

/' isiiS ryde vjtjioK lyll, mytte owne mare = « ich werde mich mit meinen 

eignen Angelegenheitea beschaftigen ». 
•S40. Pigs of your own Sow; sprichwortlich ; so in Day's Humour out of 

Breath III, i : 'Tis a pig of your ouin sow. 
»SVV. out of request nota ; d. h. im Jahre 1600, wei! 39° Elizab. sehr scharfe 

Bestimmungen gegen das Betteln erlasseu worden waren [cf. 

Slat, of the Realm, IV, 3, pp. 897, 399). 
»S7». Auch in der Ballade weiss der Knight nicht, wen er heiratet. 
SBSl. Eine ganz Cbettle'sche Entgleisung. 
114104. vild; das Wort ist hier wie unser ehelig, gemein zur Verstiirkung des 

folgenden Begriffes gebraucht. Ich finde es so nirgends registriert. 
9II16 und 19' sind in Qia abgeschnitten. 
KS18. del. we. 



Register. 



Abject ii5. 

Bacon-faced 796. 

Bankes his horse 1621. 

bate me an ace etc. 25o8. 

bawl'd Crown of King Carnifax 417. 

Bayard 1779. 

beggar knows his dish 748. 

Bolton 25o8. 

bumbast-cotten-candle queane 436. 

Caesar, Jul., Puppenspiel, 1627. 

calf with the white face 833. 

Capitol i63o. 

Carnifax 417. 

chalk from cheese 867. 

cold words 878. 

comb 2529. 

cotton-candle 486. 

court-nowles 2322. 

crabtree faced 741. 

cross 1604. 

cross i38. 

cry, out of a?!, 739. 

dampnified 418. 
Dandeno ? 888. 
day 240. 

desper view ? 657. 
dog has bis day 1012. 

feck 2529. 
fetch over 729. 
foyst 426. 

Friday-faced i258. 
frompall 779. 
froyes 1645. 



Gill 2537. 
gingle boys 2527. 
Grim-tarter-tarmagant 436. 
gugle eyes 2527. 
Guyso-Guyse 1640. 

hamper 670. 
helter skelter 1698. 
hoy don 867. 

Jebbet 1228. 
joyn issue 2533. 

lattice 999. 
lay thee 2073. 
leripoop 732. 
let that pass 875. 
longer day 240. 

M= Master 405. 
moon a green cheese 867. 
morter 2319. 
mother 14 12. 

nere an M under your Girdle 405. 

nine days wonder 1270. 

Norwitch, City of, Puppenspiel 1594. 

Pass 875. 

Paul's steeple 746. 
Pod, Capt., i633. 
priest 2169. 
pudding 2008. 

red lattice 999. 
Rump, Mrs., i633. 



8o 



sconce 769. 
seek 2529. 
^ set over 729. 
soon = son 1079. 

temes bred 845. 
Tereus 1802. 
teripoop 732. 



ticket 145. 

vesdiness 1443. 
vild 2604. 

westward 1264. 
wonder 1270. 



^. 
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